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INTRODUCTION. 



It is not certain that this little book needs an Introduc- 
tion, but having been asked to write one I cheerfully 
consented. The most obvious remark to be made is that 
many people, if they happen to read Mr. Mackenzie's 
verses, will find them " shocking." He is the most un- 
compromising rhymster that ever attacked superstition 
in general and Christian superstition in particular. He 
shows the orthodox faith no sort of mercy. He faces 
it at all its turnings and shiftings, and points out its 
irrationality. I^is victims, if I may so express it, will be 
apt to regard him as a monster of cruelty. But from 
what I know of him I beg to assure them that he is by 
no means ill-natured, that he wishes them no harm, but 
is rather bent on doing them a service. He desires to 
make them reasonable, and is really — if they only knew 
it — entitled to their thanks. Of course it may be urged 
by literary critics, and perhaps rightly, that while Mr. 
Mackenzie may be a very smart versifier, with a certain 
keenness of satire, and a very pretty knack of pointed 
expression, such themes as he has chosen in this volume 
are not calculated to make a serious demand upon any 
true poetical faculty that he may possess. But the 
answer to this is that a writer must be judged within the 
scope of his performance. If he acquits himself well, let 
him have the credit. It does not follow that he is in- 
capable of other tasks. A discerning critic will, I think. 
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perceive evidence in this volume of powers which should 
carry the author rnuch farther. A piece like " Miracle " 
is one that very few have the right to sneeze at, and 
" The Salvationist's Pra37er " is quite a little masterpiece 
in its way — a work of art, only rough and vulgar because 
of the roughness and vulgarity of its subject. For the 
rest, I have only to say that there is plenty of honest 
head-work in Mr. Mackenzie's verses, that it is devoted 
to an essentially good cause, and that the shaft of satire, 
winged with clever rhymes, may perhaps fly farther and 
strike deeper than missiles from a more prosaic armoury. 

G. W. FOOTE. 
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IN THE BEGINNING. 

** Once on a time," in a certain locality — 
And the date will be doubted by few — 

A singular God with a spice of plurality, 

The changeless, unknowable, well-known totality 

Of fatuous wisdom and holy rascality, 

Thought he'd like to have something to do. 

Prior to " once on a time," this divinity 

Had spontaneously managed to grow. 
In some part of space, or at least its vicinity, 
From " nothing to speak of " to three of the Trinity — 
A Firm in which many perceive an affinity 

To a " sort of a something," you know. 

Tired of his somewhat protracted passivity, 

He determined to work, for a change ; 
But just as a boulder bounds down a declivity. 
He, novice-like, bustled with heedless activity. 
And evidenced all a beginner's proclivity 

For experiments foolish and strange. 

God had been living in total obscurity. 

So the first thing he made was the light ; 
For, though in the dark he could see through futurity 
He wanted a light to construct with security. 
And give to his figures such outlines of purity 
As would meet with approval at sight. 
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Oddly he fancied, with godly fatuity, 

That he'd fixed the round earth as a plane — 
Subjacent, and almost in close contiguity 
To stars and such trifles of twinkling tenuity — 
Upholding the firmament's wheeling circuity, 
As the scriptures so clearly maintain. 

Soon he exhausted, despite their variety, 

His designs for bone, muscle, and blood ; 
But just ere he stopped through fatigue and satiety, 
Stark naked he posed, with the gravest sobriety 
(Remember, 'twas prio'* to sin and propriety), 
And produced his own image in mud. 

God, with his breath, gave the statue vitality — 

Which resembled himself " to a tee " — 
And called it a man ; therefore, God, in reality, 
Is manlike, has muscles, bones, lungs, personality, 
Blood, whiskers, and toe-nails — in short, animality. 
As displayed by us all — " he and she/' 

Life he created with wild prodigality, 

On the basis of struggle and strife, 
Whence spring, in their noxious but needful vitality, 
The pestilent virtues that breed '* nationality '' 
From personal, family, tribal brutality, 

The destructive preservers of life. 

God, in a week, with malign ingenuity. 

Made a mess of sublunar affairs, 
Got weary, relapsed into former vacuity. 
Abandoned the badly madj world to fortuity. 
And left the poor tenants of earth's incongruity 

To attend to the needful repairs. 

Such is the story of earth and its genesis,- 

As suggested to Jews by a ghost. 
Which parsons (whose chief occupation lawn-tennis is) 
Tell all to believe, under horrible menaces 
Of hell, which is hardly as breezy as Venice is ; 

So believe it, ye cripples !- -or roast ! 
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THE CHRISTIAN RATEPAYER'S GUIDE. 

If you cannot pay your taxes, buy a hook, 
And attach it to a string, without delay ; 

Catch a fish therewith, then down its gullet look. 
And you'll find therein the wherewithal to pay. 

In the Christian's Guide — Jehovah's Holy Book — 
You will read that Christ to pay a tax did wish ; 

So he straightway told a friend to " take his hook," 
And he'd find the needed cash within a fish. 

Whereupon the fish-cum-cash collector threw 
Hook and line into the sea, and brought to land 

The official fiscal fish, from which he drew 
The amount to meet the publican's demand. 

You will also read that Christ — who can't deceive — 

Said the works that he performed would all be done- 
Yea, and greater works — by all who should believe, 
Over all the world, till time shall cease to run. 

What a fool a sceptic citizen must be ! 

When believing gives believers, at a wish, 
** Floating capital " and funds in ev'ry sea. 

And finances in the mouth of ev'ry fish. 

What an ass a Christian citizen must be 
If he worries o'er his taxes, when his Book, 

In the clearest manner, promises that he 

Can at once procure " the needful " with a hook. 

If a needy person vainly tries to hook 
A financial cod or haddock, you can tell 

That the person's not a Christian (see the Book), 
And that probably his soul will roast in hell. 



^ 
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" D,Y." OP « CtOD WILLING." 

On pious posters, years ago, 

We always used to see, 
For instance : " Mr. So-and-so 

Will preach to-night (D.V.)." 

And even yet, a few remain, 

In 'ninety-five, A.D., 
Apparently possessed of brain. 

Who use the sign " D.V." 

These praying folk think God decides 
Each hour, what things shall be, 

And yet they count upon the tides 
Without the sign '' D.V." 

They know the moon enough to know 

It ne'er skylarking tries. 
And that the tides will ebb and flow, 

" D.V." or otherwise. 

All thinkers know — if Christians don't — 

" D.V." means this, or nil ; 
That things that won't be, merely won't ; 

And things that will be, will. 

Of course, the implication is — 

If God must first agree — 
That all our acts are really his ; 

That he does all— not we. 

All honest parsons must admit — 

If honest ones there be — 
That none can e'en a " weasand slit," 

Unless their " D." is " V." 

If God is God, he's all in all. 

And less he cannot be ; 
So thieves will steal, and cats will squall. 

Next Tuesday week (D.V.). 
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But these are days of common sense, 

So now we seldom see 
Announcements in a future tense 

Conditioned by ** D.V." 

The spirit of our Freethought day 

Has forced the world to see 
That now *tis time to put away 

The silly sign " D.V." 

A few who cannot quite forsake 

The pious sign " D.V." 
Prefix an " O " ; and thus they make 

The symbol " O.D.V." 

Thus godly signs and symbols fade, 

With all they symbolise : 
The priests* and parsons' stock-in-trade. 

Which honest men despise. 

And now, as Science proves her rules, 
The Christian's forced to see 

That faith in prayer's the faith of fools — 
Amen ! So let it be. 



ALL'S FOR THE BEST. 

" Praise God ! from whom all blessings flow, 
Praise him ! all creatures here below ! " 
All sorrow is but seeming- woe ; 

His name be blest ! 
The end of all things he doth know 

To be the best. 

Praise God ! O spider ! when you spy 
Entrapped the foolish fluttering fly ; 
And bid your victim, ere it die, 

All thankful raise 
To God all -good in heav'n on high, 

A song of praise. 
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Praise God ! O mother ! when you see 
Your dying babe upon your knee ; 
And gladly sing with grateful glee 

A joyous song. 
To grieve o*er what is best would be 

Absurd and wrong. 

Praise God ! O pirate ! when you slay 
The folk he sends athwart your way ; 
And let them sing, for well they may, 

Since "Airs for best.-' 
He bids you speed them on their way 

To heav'nly rest. 

Praise God ! O crafty, rich, and strong ! 
Ordained to rob the weaker throng ; 
To you earth's fulness doth belong ; 

The Lord is good ! 
May all your victims join your song 

In grateful mood. 

Praise God ! O deaf and dumb and blind ! 
Blest products of the Master mind ; 
Rejoice ! for he is ever kind, 

And knoweth best. 
Sounds, speech, and sights, we often find. 

Produce unrest. 

Praise God ! O " Jack-the-Ripper " bold ! 
From whom your strength and skill you hold ; 
In whom you ** live and move," weVe told 

In Holv Writ : 
Whose mighty arm your knife controlled. 

And guided it. 

Praise God ! O parasites that cling 

And live on evVy living thing ! 

O priest ! O tapeworm ! and, O king ! 

And all the brood ! 
To God, your maker, praises sing, 

For he is good. 
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O God ! — if God there be — we trust 
That, after mouldVing into dust, 
We all shall rise— if rise we must — 

Whereas all's for worst ; 
Since here, on earth, where " all's for besi^^^ 

Your work's accurst I 



IF CHRIST CAME TO LONDON. 

If Christ came to London, and walked through the town, 

His brow would be furrowed with many a frown ; 

A scourge he would make, not with "small cords,'' but big, 

To teach pious Christians a punitive jig ; 

The churches and chapels, so costly and grand. 

All built with the bread of the poor of the land, 

He'd enter, and wrathfully listen and gaze 

A moment or two, then his scourge he would raise. 

And yell — not a doubt of it — 
" Humbugs ! come out of it ! 

Wasting your money and time with these buildings, 

Ethical essays, and carvings, and gildings ! 

Think you that Art and Philosophy please me ? 

Think you that praises and pew-rents appease me ? 

Hypocrites, liars, and thieves, ev'ry one of you ! 

Out of it, hussies ! and each mother's son of you ! 

Christ's come to London ! '* 

If Christ came London at our time of day. 
And entered a hospital, what would he say? 
He'd say, midst the proofs of the skill and the care 
Of Doctors of Science, the rivals of Pray'r : 
" Is this the result of my death and my tears, 
Of preaching my precepts for hundreds of years ? 
This temple of Science, the Atheist's friend, 
Of Science the foe of my methods and end — 

Come out of it ! out of it ! 

Humbugs ! come out of it ! 
Godless and prayerless hot-bed of Science, 
Atheist's providence, trust, and reliance ! 
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Where are the * signs * that should follow believers, 
Promised by me to confound the deceivers ? 
GenuiAe Christians — ^so dilFrent from * Spurgeons ^ — ■ 
Pray, and repudiate doctors and surgeons ; 
Always theyVe safe from disease and disaster, 
Curing themselves through belief in their master. 
Hypocrites, liars, and thieves, evVy one of you ! 
Out of it, hussies ! and each mother^s son of you ! 

Christ^s come to London ! " 

If Christ came to London and read through a lease, 

Inspected the Law Courts, and saw the Police, 

Or entered an Orphanage, Warehouse and Bank, 

His scourge would be lashing out many a spank ! 

"What! Landlords, Policemen, and Lawyers, forsooth I 

Pretend to be Christians with * tooth for a tooth * ! 

No Christians, when damaged, redress ever seek ; 

They yield * good for evil,' and * turn the left cheek ' ; 

No Christians have * savings ' in banks nor elsewhere ; 

'Gainst * thought for the morrow ' my precepts declare. 

The sceptics provide for the morrow, and try 

To better the earth, where their only hopes lie ; 

But Christians, whose hopes are all centred above. 

Obey all my precepts and trust in my love. 

What ! homes for the orphan, whose costs are defrayed 

By usury, secular science, and trade ! 

Does no one believe what I oft did declare, 

That God feeds the sparrows and hearkens to pray V ? 

Come out of them ! out of them f 
Humbugs ! come out of them ! 

Think of it ! After these hundreds of years, 

.^London I search, but no Christian appears. 

Nothing but godless and sceptical creatures, 

Hospitals, banks, and such secular features. 

Fool that I was to attempt your salvation ! 

Ass that I was to endure degradation, 

Pain, and discomfort, in all of their phases. 

Death on the cross, and descent into blazes ! 

Hypocrites, liars, and thieves, ev'ry one of you ! 

Go to the devil, for / will have none of you — 

Humbugs of London ! " 
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NOAH'S SONG. 

Tune : " I'm afloat, I'm afloat." 

I*M afloat, I'm afloat on my three -storey 'd bark, 
Designed by Jehovah, my house-boat, the Ark ; 
She*s built Hke a stable, and roofed like a shed. 
With nought to distinguish her stern from her head ; 
She boasts no superfluous windows nor doors, 
Of each she has one, and her triad of floors 
Foreshadows, in some sort of mystical sense. 
Some change in her Ar kiiQCt centuries hence. 

The Lord, who designed this pestiferous tub— 
My " second-sight " shows me — would suffer a snub 
From people who know what a ship ought to be, 
Like " Lloyd's " — which with optics prophetic I see — 
Just think of it ! cribbed in a three-storey'd Ark 
With thousands of animals, all in the dark ! 
Of light not a ray, and of air scarce a breath, 
A coflfin of life on an ocean of death ! 

Pm afloat with. earth's fauna, my children and wife. 
Although we don't care for a seafaring life. 
The fact is, Jehovah found out his mistake 
In tempting young Eve with a logical snake ; 
And now, in his rage, he is drowning our race. 
The living reminders of all his disgrace ; 
In short, all his creatures, save those on my barge. 
Are drowning in millions, this moment at large. 

I'm afloat on an ocean where land used to be ; 
My body's afloat, and my mind's " all at sea," 
Dumfounder'd in trying to fathom God's scheme ; 
For, surely, the notion quite foolish doth seem. 
To save one or two of a core-tainted brood, 
In hopes of a progeny wholesome and good ! 
I'm glad I am saved, but, between me and you. 
He ought to drown all^ and create life anew. 



\ 
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I'm afloat on the flood that's now destined to be 

An ocean of corpses — a sepulchre sea ; 

A black heaving desert of water abhorred — 

The grave of a world, the accurst of the Lord ! 

My bark is a /i^^-boat to tigers and swine, 

But also, through infinite mercy divine, 

A death-ho^X. to thousands of children that gasp 

Whilst striving its black, mocking timbers to grasp. 

I hear, high above my menagerie's din, 
The shrieks of the doomed drowning children of sin, 
And strive to extinguish my grief for their fate 
In terror lest I the Creator should hate ! 
'Tis sinful, as Ham was remarking to Shem, 
To pity the folk whom the Lord doth condemn ; 
So, harden your hearts, all ye creatures on board ; 
We're bound to be right if we copy the Lord ! 

GM)D AND I— (THE KAISER). 

We are a pair unique, 

God and I ; 
Apart from ev*ry clique, 

God and I ; 
He's strong, and quick as winking, 
And I am good at thinking ; 
We know no fear nor shrinking, 

God and I. 

The German folk we guide, 

God and I ; 
We're both upon their side, 

God and I ; 
My Colleague's inspiration 
Gives me determination ; 
We thus both bless the nation, 

God and I. 

A " man of war " 's the Lord, 

So am I ; 
He's partial to- the sword. 

So am I. 
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I am the Lord's adviser ; 
Than one, two heads are wiser : — 
The Deity //w^ Kaiser — 

God and I. 

I hope and trust that we — 

God and I — 
Will never disagree, 

God and I. 
All jealousy we smother ; 
Each supplements the other ; 
We study one another, 

God and I. 

If ever we fell out, 

God and I, 
We'd both be put about, 

God and I ; 
All other kings are, clearly. 
His passive puppets merely. 
But we are equals nearly, 

God and I. 

Of course, the Lord is chief, 

God, not I ; 
My life on earth is brief ; 

Soon V\\ die ; 
But, when my days are ended. 
And I've to heav'n ascended, 
We'll have some matters mended, 

God and I. 



LET HEBREWS REMEMBER THE DATS OF OLD. 

Tune : " Let Erin remember the days of old." 

Let Hebrews remember the days of old. 
Ere their faithless God betrayed them ; 

When prophets all future events foretold, 
And the heav'ns and earth obeyed them ; 
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The glorious days when the earth was flat, 
And the sun went wheeling round it, 

With special reversible gear so pat — 
But the days are gone. Confound it ! 

The days when the Red Sea was folded back. 

At a wish, without a parley, 
And over its bed was revealed a track 

Like a path through waving barley ; 
When Moses, 'twixt motionless, spellbound " falls," 

Walked across with his companions ; 
*Twixt vertical sections of sea, like walls 

Of the Colorado canyons. 

Let Israel remember the good old day 

When the foemen fell " a cropper," 
Through Joshua forcing the moon to stay 

With his " Ease 'er, back ^er, stop 'er ! " 
The day when the sun had to stop his flight. 

Ere he reached the spot^s horizon. 
And helped to continue the finest fight 

That a brigand e'er sat eyes on. 

The days when the walls of a leaguered town. 

That had stood Against rams and missiles. 
Would, all in a moment, come tumbling down 

At the sound of horns and whistles. 
The days when a word could dispel disease 

That had baffled all the " sawbones " ; 
And one could an army destroy with ease, 

With the help of God — and jawbones. 

The days when a dream about ghosts was proof 

That the dreamer's girPs bambino 
Was got by a ghost for the world's behoof ; 

But they knew not then what we know. 
The days when this ghostling gave splendid wine 

To a set of guzzling drinkers ; 
Religious mania to a herd of swine ; 

And a threat of hell to thinkers. 
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The days when, for harness, Effect and Cause 

Were by far too wild and mettled ; 
And long ere the notions called Nature's Laws 

Had become sedate and settled. 
Now Cause and Effect have agreed to go 

In a steady manner, tandem ; 
And " Laws " have now settled in business, so 

We begin to understand 'em. 

But oh ! for the days that have passed away, 

When a loaf increased by eating ; 
Alas and alack ! for the days that stay, 

For the saints still live by cheating. 
Let all of us think of the godly past, 

With its crime-begetting errors ; 
The blight that its horrible virtues cast, 

And its ignorance and terrors. 

And let us unfeignedly seek for truth 

In the fields of sense and reason ; 
A quest that makes manhood to bloom like youth. 

And protects from mental treason. 
Though facts may extinguish the hopes of youth, 

And, at times, give rise to terror, 
'Tis better to learn a vexatious truth 

Than to nurse a pleasing error. 



WOE IN LONDON. 

(After Campbell's " Hohen linden.") 

In London, when the sun was low, 
Nigh " dudless " lay on trodden snow, 
A dying waif of winter's woe — 

Her eyes were closing wearily. 

In Canaan, 'neath a genial sky. 
The Lord — unless the Gospels lie — 
On loafing idlers cast his eye 

In pity for their " peckishness." 
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In London, young and old may cry 
To God for food, there^s no reply ; 
They weep and pray, and starve and die — 
The Lord 's no longer pitiful. 

Though Christ neglects starved London brats. 
He filled with wine some guzzler's vats, 
And gorged a mob with loaves and sprats, 
In days of old, in Galilee. 

In London, starving workers dine 
With old ** Duke Humphrey " ; as for wine, 
'Twas made by Christ, in '' Auld Lang Syne " ; 
But now he's turned teetotaler. 

God's ears can hear the flatt'ring " Hail ! " 
And pleasing anthem ; but they fail 
To hear the feeble, piteous wail 

Of foodless, helpless little ones. 



GOD IN ARMENIA. 

Turkish atrocities ! who is the Turk ? 

Deity's tool doing Deity's work ! 

Who is the Deity ? All the fools know — 

Infinite Wisdom, the *' Boss of the show." 

Simpletons, hypocrites, rascals, and fools 

Counsel their God to get rid of his tools ; 

Urge him to modify all of his plans — 

Strength is Jehovah's, but wisdom is man's. 

God, as creator, is smart, they admit ; 

But, as a ruler, they doubt if he's fit ; 

Hence, they supply him with notions and views, 

Hints and instructions, and items of news ; 

Statements of fact which they think he should know 

Merely to show him the way he should go. 

Why they should fancy that these will avail. 
Seeing that vain was the slaughter'd one's wail, 
God only knows — if he does live, and know 
Ev'rything, sideways, above, and below. 
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God in Armenia is doing God's work ; 
Foe of the Christian and friend of the Turk ; 
Always the same, for his present-day crimes 
Match with his doings in Biblical times. 
Helpless Armenians ! what depth of despair ! 
Victims of Turkey, Jehovah, and prayV ! 

Prayer to God, who does everything well ! 
Prayer for what ? — will the knowing ones tell ? 
Something that's not in God's program or plan ; 
Quite overlooked till suggested by man ; 
Not kept in stock, but *^ to order " of those 
Willing to wait till they get it — who knows ? 

*' All's for the best " ; but they humbly request 
Something that's diflPrent from '* all lor the best." 
^^ All's for the best," say the '' leelings " on Sunday ; 
Brains begin work after breakfast on Monday. 
*' All's for the best " is the doctrine of knaves ; 
Syrup for fools, and narcotic for slaves. 

Simpletons pray, and appear to believe, 
Somehow, that God, like themselves, they deceive ; 
They always deny that their hints and their pray'rs 
Are meant to instruct their Creator upstairs ; 
But still they pray on, with no trace of aphasia : 
** O Lord 1 pay attention to Christians in Asia 1 
The average man^ with no claim to perfection. 
Would pladly, if able, give help and protection 
To suffering creatures ; so, surely to goodness ! 
Requesting as much from a God isn't rudeness. 
We're not for a moment presuming to teach thee, 
But, hang it, Jehovah ! jee-up, we beseech thee ! " 



JOB AND JAH; or, THE JEW JOSS "ON THE JOB. 

"Whom the Lord loveth he chasteneth." — Hebrews xii. 6. 

God's sons, by his first wives — half-brothers of Christ, 

Whose mother was Mary-the-fiighty — 
Once met, we are told, by appointment or tryst, 

And called on their dad, God Almighty. 
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Young " Nick," being one of the famUy, was there, 

The smartest, by far, of the brothers — 
Though brothers, as sons of their Father, they were 

A **yo3-lot " as sons of their mothers. 

" Well, Satan, my boy ! " said the vagabond's Pa, 

*' You know my zetetic omniscience ; 
So say where youVe been — Oh !. I won't tell your ma ! 

* Sub-rosa ' — I'm quoting by prescience." 

" A wand'rer," said Nick, " on this Wand''rer I've been — 

For. Earth, I am told, is 2i planet : 
I've walked from Peru to the land of * poteen,' 

From Hell to the Island of Thanet." 

" I know all the scars on its weather-worn face. 
And those on the hearts of its creatures — 

Or rather, the heart; for the hearts of the race 
Are one heart, with various features." 

"You know my friend Job, then," Nick's governor said, 
'* If all is the truth that you've uttered " ; 

Said Satan : " I know he's a good judge of bread. 
And * knows on which side it is buttered.' " 

** My boy ! " said Jehovah, '' you vilify Job, 

The only true friend of your Father ; 
We'll try if he's proof 'gainst adversity's probe — 

D'ye care to ? " the youngster said : " Rather ! " 

They " went for " old Job with some vaccine divine, 

And made him all pimply and scabby ; 
They *' broke" him, and killed all his kith, kin, and kine ; 

We think — with all rev'rence — 'twas shabby. 

The helpless old chap, all " embellished with cuts," 

And blotches and tumors and rashes — 
Enough to send fort}^ folk clean ** off their nuts " — 

Sat nudely, but calmly, on ashes. 
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The soot he did don, when his suit he did doff, 
Quite failed to relieve and content him ; 

With fragments of crock'ry he tried to scrape off 
The boils which his Patron had sent him. 

When Jahveh found out — what he well knew before — 

That Job was so piously simple, 
He ceased to torment him. his wealth did restore, 

And neatly took off ev'ry pimple. 

Once more the old boy started life right away. 

And raised a new fam'ly in time — ah — 
The "ah" helps to scan, and permits us to say 

His first daughter*s name was Jemima. 

'* Though Shakespeare will, some day, say •* What^s in a 
name ? * 

VVi. stake half-a-shekel, and risk it," 
Said Jahveh to Satan, " 141 bet, if youVe game, 

Jemima Job^s name * takes the biscuit ! ' " 

Good heavens ! what a name ! what a " chastening " to 
bear ! 

Miss Job was beloved by God, clearly ; 
His love's a misfortune, as all are aware ; 

Its victims must pay for it dearly. 

Her Pa paid with pimples, and she with a name 

The oddest from Poplar to Petra ; 
Perhaps God was playing his '* visiting " game : 

" The sins of the Fathers," et cefra. 

The hapless receivers of grace from on high 

Are ne'er to be envied, or scarcely ; 
Our happiness is — surely none will deny — 

As th' square of God's friendship, inversely. 

Moral. 

Ne'er try to please God, lest you make him your friend ; 

Remember, his fad's vivisection ; 
He " chastens " his loved ones, and oft likes to send 

Some bloodthirsty proof of affection. 
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GOD. 

An infinite God is a wonderful thing I 
He plans, and creates, and maintains ; 

He causes the buds to be bom in the spring, 
And poisonous gas in the drains. 

He makes all the smiles that hypocrisy wreathes. 

The tears that a crocodile sheds, 
And each distant nebulous system that seethes, 

Whilst counting the hairs of our heads. 

This God, simultaneously, everywhere is. 
He's up, down, and sideways as well : 

In brandy-balls, bacon, and bottles of " fizz " ; 
In parsons, and tapeworms, and hell. 

All order would vanish if God ceased to be : 
No sparrow could fall to the ground ; 

Exploiters and parsons would all be at sea, 
And stars would be " fooling around." 

But, God is in all things, and order supreme 
Keeps everything right in its place : 

The slave is his bondage, the fly in the cream, 
And Honesty last in the race. 

This God he is good, and he never will change ; 

He sends — that the world might be blest — 
The cholera, parsons, kings, glanders and mange. 

Yea, all that he knows to be best. 

O cancers, and microbes, and parasites all ! 

Blest servants of God and of man ! 
With you all we cripples in gratitude fall. 

And praise his beneficent plan. 

OOD INCOG. : or, CHRIST ON HIS TRAVELS. 

Thk Christian God who fills the whole of space, 
The loving God of " God-damn ! " notoriety. 

Set out from EvVywhere to find a place 
Wherein to breed a God-and-man variety. 
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He found a place, a geographic slum, 

Behind the wholesome highways of humanity ; 

A habitat of Oriental scum ; 

A moral swamp of ignorance and vanity. 

Ignoring " Woman's Rights," as male-spooks should, 
He coolly made a native's promised wife, it seems. 

His mate, pro tem.^ and then his Ma for good — 
The only Ma he'd had in all his life it seems. 

We're told that he, himself, himself begat — 
The Son and Father of himself — suspiciously, 

And came ashore a barb'rous Hebrew brat, 
A contraband bambino, surreptitiously. 

On earth he lived for three-and thirty years. 

And then for three-and-thirty hours in hell, they say ; 

And carried on, 'midst teething, wine, and tears. 
His business as a Deity as well, they say. 

When Christ had done his one-day's trip to hell. 
He sailed aloft — as told in his biography — 

Through cold and silence — whither none can tell — 
'Tis thought to heaven ; so, vide Uranography. 

On sailing up he saw, with wild surprise. 

The far-receding Earth's revealed sphericity ; 

*' A globe ! " said he ; " has Dad been telling lies ? 

** He said 'twas flat ! What nescience, or duplicity ! " 

He stared to see the Welkin all at rest. 

And Earth, His Father's " Footstool," waltzing spright- 
fully ; 
Said he : " I'm blovved ! I mean, of course, I'm blessed ! 

The Pater, Ghost, and I have blundered frightfully ! 

** I taught that Earth was flat ; 'tis round, I find ; 

So now, lest people know it, and discredit me, 
I'll raise up rogues who'll claim to know my mind ; 

Who'll gloss my blunders, wrest my words, and edit me ! 
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** Since Earth's a planet, other planets may 
Be blighted by ancestral sin frugivorous ; 

To these lUl suicidal visits pay, 

And offer them my remedy carnivorous. 

" Meanwhile, up, up we go to tell Papa 

That Earth is not so flat as I've been told it is, 

And hand the lock of hair from poor Mamma — 

I wish this flight would end ! By Dad ! how cold it is ! " 



He may perhaps on other worlds have called 
To boom his cleansing, healing, holy olio, 

That cured the blind, but cannot cure the bald ; 
That beat Old Nick, but cannot beat Sapolio. 

Perhaps he's now bedev'lling pigs on Mars, 
Or brewing drink for jovial Jovian peasantry ; 

Perhaps he's touring now around the stars, 
Performing in his " Deicidal Pleasantry." 

He must be wand'ring, fast asleep, or dead. 
And still entombed — as mooted once by Paul, you know 

— For Faith's a failure, maugre all he said — 

That is, of course, if e'er he lived at all, you know. 



THE CETACEAN HOTEL; or, BELIEVE WHAT 

CHRIST BELIEVED. 

You've heard of the tale 

That is told of a whale 
In the book where the godly man grazes ; 

But, don't be deceived. 

It must all be believed. 
If your soul's to be rescued from blazes. 

No doubt it is hard 
That 3^our soul should be barred 
From a temp'rature lower than " roasting,'' 
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For smiling to hear 
That a fugitive seer 
In a chartered whalers " tummy '* went coasting. 

Believe in a ghost 

And its youngster, or roast ; 
But, remember, the fish-tale*s included ! 

The Lord thought it true. 

And, of course, so must you, 
If you don't think that Christ was deluded. 

You cannot have faith 

In the son of the wraith 
If you think he believed what is silly ; 

So, credit the tale. 

Lest you weep, gnash, and wail, 
In a district where no one is chilly. 

If grace you'd receive. 

You must firmly believe 
What the " Saviour " believed — as recorded ; 

So, swallow the tale 

Of the lodging-house whale. 
And the comforts its parlour afforded. 

If heav'n you would gain. 

You must weaken your brain. 
For it's no use disguising the matter ; 

You'll never get there 

If for reason you care ; 
But you may if you're ** mad as a hatter." 



A PARSON. 

A PARSON is a person, mild and bland. 

Who's paid to preach what none can understand ; 

He undertakes to solve divine enigmas, 

And rescue souls from Satan's sinful stigmas ; 

All free of charge, eternal life he's giving 

To dying men, from whom he seeks his living ; 
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He booms the heaven above, to which they'll go 

If they ^11 provide for him on earth below. 

Says he : ** Our home's in heav'n, there's not a doubt of it ! 

But, meanwhile, do your best to keep me — out of it." 

The book he calls the " Word of God " he reads 
For texts to sanction all his words and deeds ; 
To whatsoe'er his heart may be inclined 
A friendly text within the book he'll find : 
Ev'n texts that seem to contradict his thesis 
Support it, when illumed by exegesis ; 
The handy texts need no illumination. 
The awkward ones require interpretation. 
Approving texts are always clear and logical ; 
The doubtful ones are always anagogical. 

He turns a page to find a friendly text. 

But sees a hostile one, so turns the next ; 

If Paul condemns, so much the worse for Paul — 

He passes on, nor quotes from him at all. 

To hide's discreet, when quoting's not discreeter. 

So Paul's suppressed for James, or John, or Peter. 

If Gospel-texts condemn his pet behaviour. 

He quotes from Paul to controvert his Saviour. 

If critics quote from Moses, he'll reply 

By quoting Christ, whom erst he did deny ; 

And if they quote from Christ, he'll quote from Paul, 

And yet maintain that Christ is all-in-all ! 

Quote 'gainst him Christ, Paul, Peter, John, and James, 

He'll say you're *'dead in sin," and call you names. 

Or say, with pious pity in his eye, 

"You'll see your error when you come to die !" 

His Book's to "all men, all things," so he finds 

For ev'ry text that loosens, one that binds. 

Whate'er he does or says — resists, submits — 

In Holy Writ he finds a verse that fits. 

The Book's convenient, so's a feather bed ; 

You squeeze it here, it bulges there instead, 

And shapes itself to every drowsy head. 

He'll praise a bad deed, or a good asperse, 
With warranty of chapter and of verse ; 
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Through all the ethic gamut he will run 
Amuck, and wash himself with texts, when done ; 
And say, should any stains persist uncleaned and ugly : 
" Christ^s precious blood will wash them ! " smiling smugly. 

A parson is a person mild and bland, 

The sweetest-mannered humbug in the land ! 



HELLWARD HINTS. 

If you wish to go to hell, believe in science, 
And, verily, you'll not be disappointed ; 

For the principles of science bid defiance 
To Jah, the Christian God, and his anointed. 

" Uniformity of nature " is the basis, 

The necessary postulate of science ; 
EvVy scientist — no matter what the case is — 

Must place on it an absolute reliance. 

*' Multiformity of nature" is the basis. 

And postulate of Bible superstition ; 
EvVy Christian, thus, who understands the case is. 

The foe of scientific erudition. 

• 

If you wish to go to hell, believe in Logic, 
And study all the canons of Induction ; 

You will then get rid of all that^s anagogic, 
And fit yourself for sulphurous destruction. 

If you wish to go to hell and be with Newton, 
Believe his Christless " Law " of Gravitation, 

Which disproves, despite the parson^s '* high falutin'," 
Elijah^s and the " Saviour's " levitation. 

If you wish to go to hell, believe that plumb-lines, 
Though square to local level, are convergent ; 

That great-circle routes are not so long as rhumb-lines ; 
That exorcism's not a good detergent ; 



26 Brimstone Ballads, 

That the earth's a spinning spheroid, and that vision 
Has never dipped below a spot's horizon ; 

That it wasn't Jah that started circumcision ; 
And, also, that a Christian's " hurt " by '* pizon." 

To believe these facts is clearly to discredit 

The teaching and philosophy of Jesus, 
Who believed the book that God-the-Ghost did edit, 

And thought that devils cause the ills that seize us. 

To conceive a square ellipse is rather trying 
To him that's ruled by logic in his thinking ; 

But a Christian, all consistency defying, 
Can think of one as easily as winking. 

The expression " Christian scientist " is clearly 
A " square ellipse," or even a square triangle ; 

And the party who accepts the name sincerely, 
Is simply one whose thoughts are in a tangle. 

Ev'ry *' scientific Christian " is the creature 
Of trimming would-be-Christian up-to-daters ; 

If his methods squared with Christ's in any feature, 
His science would be very '* small potaters." 

Christians must have full belief in Christ their saviour ; 

But those that think he erred are not *' believers " ; 
Science /roi/^j he erred in precept and behaviour ; 

Thus *' scientific Christians " are deceivers. 

As the Lord believed that madnsss was " possession," 
And " swallowed " Jonah's tenement cetaceous, 

Ev'ry scientist who makes the least profession 
Of Christian faith is clearly unveracious. 

If you wish to go to hell, throw off your " blinkers " ! 

Employ your reason, think, and look around you ! 
If you wish to go to hell with all the thinkers ; 

But if you don't, then go to heaven, confound you ! 
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CHRISTIAN ETHICS. 

If a burglar should burgle your house, 

And you catch him whilst bundling the ** swag,'* 

Assist him to pack, call a cab, or inquire 
If he^d like you to carry his bag. 

And remember ! this isn't a joke ; 

For Christ has proclaimed if a man takes your coat. 

You're to make him a gift of your cloak ! 

If your wages at end of the week 

Your employer refuses to pay, 
Present him with all the spare cash that you have, 

And contentedly bid him " good day." 
And remember, etc. 

If a thief makes a grab at your fob, 

And gets off with your watch, ascertain, 
If possible, where the self-helper doth dwell, 

And remit to him, gratis^ your chain. 
And remember, etc. 

If a Shylock your nose should cut off, 

And you feel like a Christian inclined. 
Then give him an ear, or a piece of your chest. 

But dispense not a *' piece of your mind." 
And remember, etc. 

If your neighbour with buildings obstructs 

All the air and the light and the view 
From rooms on the lowermost floor of your house, 

Bid him damage the upper ones too. 
And remember, etc. 

If the bigots should beat you at law, 

And deprive you of business on Sundays, 

Then not only keep your shop shut on those days. 
But, for Christ's sake, keep closed on the Mondays. 
And remember, etc. 
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HOPE'S UNREASON. 

Some heedless heads from pleasant things conclude, 

Through eager Hope's uncurbed inductive mood, 

That Love o'errules the throbbing Earth with care, 

That Love is God, and God is everywhere. 

They say that gladness proves that Heav'n is kind, 

While sadness merely shows — well, never mind. 

They apprehend that good is really good, 

And understand that ill's misunderstood ; 

That seeming-good is good in overt mood, 

And seeming-ill is only covert good ; 

That flow'rs and balmy breezes sweetly tell 

Of heavn'ly love that doeth all things well, 

Whilst noisome weeds and blighting blasts display 

God's goodness in a somewhat diff 'rent way ; 

That howling storms and tempests merely yell 

The self-same fact that whisp'ring zephyrs tell. 

Tornadoes' roars, and victims' shrieks and groans, 

To ears attuned, are Love's harmonious tones, 

In rhythm, mood and volume, wild or tame ; 

The pulse and pitch may change, the theme's the same. 

Thus, faithful heads in doubt need never nod, 
If seeming-ill be good, and good be God ; 
Their motto is, on faith's serenest height : 
Right's never wrong, and wrong is always right ! 
Who argues God from what is best^ must think 
That strength of chain is that of strongest link ; 
But, weakest link is all the strength of chain ; 
So we from worst our Godly proof must gain. 

The force of strongest plea from greatest ill. 
Is all the Theist's case ; the rest is nil. 
When logic seeks for God, the reasoned test 
Must be the best from worst, not best from best. 

If Reason err in judging '* ill is ill," 
Its judgment " good is good '' perhaps is nil. 
We do not know if God exists or not ; 
We feel that ice is cold, that fire is hot ; 
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That certain things are good, and others bad ; 

That life all seeks the glad and shuns the sad, 

And is, from first to last, a bitter fight 

Between the sad and glad, the wrong and right. 

The dark we know, if we perceive the light ; 

The wrong we know, if we cognise the right : 

These things we needs must feel, and think, and know ; 

We know that all we know is here below ; 

So, let us poise on no distorted fact 

The slightest hope that might on deeds re-act ; 

But strive to shun the shades of ghostly strife, 

And focus all our thoughts on earth and life ! 



JEHOVAH'S JOKES. 

When cruel, bloody Abel seized a Iamb, 
And through his tender throat a stick did ram. 
What do you think God did ? Blamed him ? 

No ; praised him. 

When kindly Cain — who shrank from shedding blood 
In " cold blood " — offered God a harmless ** spud," 
What do you think God did ? Praised him ? 

No ; blamed him. 

When Jacob sneaked from Esau all he had. 
And vilely tricked his blind and dying dad. 
What do you think God did ? Cursed him ? 

No ; blessed him. 

When brutal Moses, Joshua, and Co. 
Filled neighbours* lands with blood and fire and woe. 
What do you think God did-? Killed them ? 

No ; helped them. 

When Saul from cutting captives' throats refrained, 
And thus respect from later ages gained. 

What do you think God did ? Blessed him ? 

No ; cursed him. 
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When careful Uzzah carted Yahveh's box, 
And held it safe when slipped the stumbling ox^j 
What do you think God did ? Thanked him ? 

No ; killed him. 

When selfish Mary — vain, and lazy, too — 
Left worthy Martha all the work to do, 

What do you think Christ did ? Blamed her ? 

No ; praised her. 

When God's own folk assisted God's own plan. 
By helping God to die for good of man, 

What do you think God did ? Blessed them ? 

No ; cursed them. 

This topsy-turvy God, whose hesfs our worst. 
Who cursed and blessed where we'd have blessed and cursed, 
This heav'nly clown had made, in playful spite, 
His sense of wrong his creatures' sense of right ; 
And yet — and here's the joke — his Scriptures state : 
Unless we love this God, whose deeds we hate ; 
Unless we honour those whose guilt amazes. 
And scorn what all our moral judgment praises. 
We'll die like dogs, and howl in hell and blazes ! 

(Selah ! — and other refreshment.) 
Let none, then, heed the disrespectful rumor 
That God's a solemn party, void of humor. 



LO¥E THE UNKNOWN, OR BE DAMNED! 

Love God with all your heart and strength, 
Or else you'll land in hell at length ! 
Your fate will on your love depend, 
So love away ! and mind your end ! — 
The *' end " that parsons call '* your latter " ; 
But who the devil God might be — 
Ev'n // He be — God knows, not we ; 
But, bless you 1 that's another matter ! 
You simply have to love Him ! See ! 
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THE CHRISTIAN RULE OF THREE. 

'' He, therefore, that will be saved must thus think of the Trinity." — 

Athanasian Creed. 

If you wish to go to heaven when you die, 

You must learn the heavenly way to do a sum, » 

For to tot-up and subtract and multiply 

Is the Church-appointed way to kingdom-come. 

If you fancy that a father and his son, 

With another fellow added, would be three, 

It is certain that you have not yet begun 
To consider what your latter end will be. 

The ungodly, thanks to reason, may maintain 
That the whole is ever greater than the part ; 

But the Christian, thanks to God ! discards his brain. 
And resolves the sacred problem with his heart. 

Mathematics may sufficient light afford 

To the carnal population — *' mostly fools " — 

But believers in the table of the Lord 

Disregard the summing tables oif the schools. 

God the Father, God the Ghost, and God the Son 
Are such fractions that all integers can be ; 

While a mystic aggregation makes them one, 
And an awful segregation makes them three. 

As this dogma is so clear, the doubter's plea 
Of his lack of proper brains will have no pith ; 

Brains are needless, praise the Lord ! for it can be 
Even better understood without than with. 

But enough ! for it is sinful to discuss 

What the Lord has plainly told us through his Church; 
If we doubt it, or inquire why this is thus, 

God will leave us in a devil of a lurch ! 

For our Reason we must never care a dump, 
If with Abraham and angels we would dwell ; 

We'll believe him, though it send us *' off our chump," 
For we'd rather moon in heav'n than moan in hell. 
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DETEBMIHISM. 

If God exists, and did the world create, 
He made it in amount determinate ; 
For ev'n a Being whom a God we call 
Must make in some amount, or not at all : 
Thus, Nature, for its quantum or amount, 
Can ne^er by God be called to give account. 

God, also, to the things He did create, 

Perforce gave qualities determinate ; 

Not ev'n a God could fashion, great or small, 

Unless He gave fixed properties to all ; 

But quantity and quality are facts 

Whence spring desires and motives, will and acts ; 

And nought from anything can grow or spring 

Unless *tis in the essence of the thing : 

Thus, God is all in all — if God there be ; 

And when we work, His He that works^ not we. 



SAVED OR DAMNED FOR A PENNY. 

*' Blessed be ye poor ; for yours is the kingdom of God." 

" Woe unto you that are rich ! " 

*' It is easier for a camel to go through the eye of a needle than 
for a rich man to enter the kingdom of God." 

" Take, therefore, no thought for the morrow." 

" Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon earth." 

— Jesus Christ. 

The poor shall all be saved because they Ve poor ; 

The rich shall all be damned because they're rich ; 
So, make your calHng and election sure — 

And other folk's — by settling which is which. 

Perhaps the Blessed Saviour-Damner means 
To save — or damn — the neither-poor-nor-rich ; 

Destroy, or give them neither '* buns " nor *' beans " ; 
At any rate, He ne'er referred to ** sich." 
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When Christ the Blessed Curser has consigned 
The poor to heav'n, and all the rich to hell, 

Perhaps the neither-poor-nor-rich will find 

No place prepared for them — you ne'er can tell. 

Perhaps some fiendish wretch, on judgment-day, 
Whom Christ the Blessed Damner sends below, 

Will prove that he'd been poor, then Christ will say : 
** All right, my friend, then up to glory go ! " 

When Christ has told some noble soul to go 
To heav'n above with Abraham to dwell. 

Perhaps He'll learn he'd died well-off, and so 

Will quickly roar : *' Come back ! and go to hell ! " 

If Christ be God, and means — as Scriptures teach — 
To save the poor, and damn the rich. He knows 

And always sees the line that limits each, 
And notes when either o'er the limit goes. 

That each is poor or not-poor, all agree ; 

We know that '^ be " and ^' not-be " must adjoin ; 
Thus, poor and not poor ne'er can sundered be 

By greater value than the smallest coin. 

Beseech a Bishop, or the Lord, to state 

The most the *' poor " can own, for, who can tell ? 

A penny more or less will fix your fate ; 
A minus penny's heav'n ; a plus^ is hell. 

Because a penny less, or penny more. 

Divides the poor from not-poor ; ponder well 

Ere adding e'en a farthing to your store ! 
A penny is the key of heav'n, or hell ! 



A SHAH PRAYER. 

'' Father, forgive them, they know not what they do!'* 
Thus prayed the Father's co-eternal Son 

When, on the cross, the nails had pierced him through. 
And made his blood, for man's redemption, run. 
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His blood just shed made this his maiden-prayV, 

As substitute for those who did rebel ; 
A prayV that must have pierced the darkened air, 

And thrilled the cosmic pulse, from heav'n to hell. 

For as, at first, throughout the lifeless air, 

The Father's fiat shed heav'ns' quick'ning light. 

So Christ the Saviour's first post-bleeding pray'r 
Had surely put all moral gloom to flight. 

Can any one believe that God the Son, 

Whose blood and life were ebbing on the tree. 

Had then his Intercessor's work begun 
By proving that a fruitless one was he ? 

But vain was Christ's appeal, for we do know 

That those who did " they knew not what " that day, 

Were not absolved ; they drained their cup of woe ; 
Though Christ forgave, his Father made them pay. 

What then avail the bleeding and the death ? 

The Son was snubbed ; his protege's condemned ; 
His intercession was but wasted breath. 

Since God's malignant temper was riot stemmed. 

The Father and the Son were thus at odds, 

Instead of being thoroughly at one. 
Which clearly shows that they were diif'rent gods. 

This ruthless Father, and his ruthful Son. 

The risen Christ appears to have forgot 

His quondam clients, or still failed to touch 

His Father's heart, for God forsook the lot, 

Although, perhaps, it did not hurt them much. 

Let no one, then, expect to move by pray'r 

A God whom Christ, his son, had failed to move. 

Since Christ's appeal for Jews so ill did fare. 
His pray'rs for us may not more fruitful prove. 
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As Christ's first intercession-case was lost, 

His mediation must have been a sham ; 
His clients having had to pay the cost, 

It was to them exactly worth a damn. 

For Christ the advocate was God the judge ; 

He prayed unto himself to bless his foes ; 
He cursed instead ; to bless he would not budge ; 

So praise the Lord, from whom all blessing flows 1 



Mfs. J. ; OF, GOOD GOD ALMIGHTY ! 

Tune : " Duncan Gray " ; or, " Ha, ha ! the Wooin' o't." 

Down, they say, came, her to woo. 
Good God Almighty O ! 

On Lady-day to Mary flew 

Good God Almighty O ! 

Mary gently cast her eye 

On the pigeon cooing by, 

Blushed, and murmured, with a sigh, 
*' Good God Almighty O ! •' 

" Don*t be bashful," cooed the dove ; 

Good God Almighty O ! 
'* EvVy pretty girl should love 

Good God Almighty O ! 
I will bet — what shall I say ? — 
Two to one, in eggs, I'll lay, 
Joe will make you Mrs. J. — 

Good God Almighty O ! '^ 

Joseph one night dreamt he saw 
Good God Almighty O ! 

'^ Joe," said he, *' make Poll your squaw, 
Good God Almighty O ! 

Betting's hardly in my way, 

Yet an egg I'll gladly lay, 

Polly's son will be, some day, 

Good God Almighty O ! " 
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Mary had a little lamb, 

Good God Almighty O ! 
Joseph smiled, but mutter'd " damn 

Good God Almighty O ! 
Holy Cuckoo, ope your beak : 
Where's the usual ' crown per week ' ? " 
** Joe," said Mary, " do not cheek 
Good God Almighty O ! " 

Joe had thus to board and lodge 
Good God Almighty O ; 

Mary's was an artful dodge — 

Good God Almighty O ! 

Superstition lauds their names ; 

Craft and Folly play their games ; , 

Common-sense, amazed, exclaims — 
'' Good God Almighty O ! ! ! " 

VOLITION. 

When lions and tigers are free to be lambs ; 

When trees can dispense with a root, 
And genuine matters are free to be shams, 

Then Freedom of Will we shall moot. 
Volitions, like rack, or the leaves of the fall, 

Might motiveless flounder and fret 
When absence-of-mind is quite free to recall, 

And memory free to forget. 

When men are indiftVent to health and disease, 

And each can be somebody else. 
Agreeing with all that with him disagrees. 

Necessity, then, might be false. 
When notions are always and never the same, 

And quality ceases to be ; 
When growth is a myth, and decay but a name, 

Volitions, perhaps, might be free. 

When all are dejected at things that elate, 

Coincident with the reverse ; 
Identities love with a synchronous hate. 

And praise all the things they asperse ; 
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When none has a character, temper, nor mind. 

Nor aught to suggest a desire, 
The Will might be free to be strongly inclined 

To things that aversion inspire. 

When man's ev'ry thought is his first and his last, 

With nought antecedent thereto ; 
When each stands alone, with no future nor past, 

Then Freedom of Will might be true ; 
But since he recalls and foresees an effect, 

And slowly, or quickly, doth pause 
To weigh and reject, or contemn, or select. 

The infinite past is the cause. 

A will that is *' free " is an absolute will. 

That neither was made, nor began ; 
An infinite will that is all^ or is nil ; 

The pulse of the cosmical plan. 
A boundless Creator can never suspend 

His power to inspire and maintain ; 
The work of his work is his work to the end. 

With never a loss nor a gain. 

When mortals are free to believe what they please, 

And woo all the things that they shun. 
The planets the bits of their bridles will seize, ' 

And bolt right away with the sun 1 
Till then, let us motives suggest to each mind. 

All tending to all that is best. 
That all might in goodness their happiness find, 

And each might in blessing be blest. 



JEHOVAH'S WATER CURE. 

One rainy day — Lord, how it rained ! 

Jehovah, high and dry, 
Looked down on earth, with eyes that strained 

To pierce the murky sky. 
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He said, because disgusted with 

His work, the sons of men, 
HeM drown them all, save Noah^s kith, 

And then begin again. 

The torrents raged with thundVous roars ; 

His children rushed about ; 
The water drove them all indoors, 

And then it drove them out. 

The water fell — Lord, how it rose ! 

It swamped the shrubs and trees ; 
All living creatures — friends and foes — 

On hill-tops swarmed like bees. 

The deadly tide, 'midst cries and sobs, 

The life-clad hills did gain, 
Whence serried sorrow's anguished throbs 

Thrilled hollow heav'n in vain. 

Her boy, a drowning mother raised 

In mute appeal for help ; 
A struggling wolf howled, " God be praised ! 

'Twill buoy my sinking whelp ! " 

The wolf went up, the child went down, 

The waters covered all ; 
A grin relaxed Jehovah's frown, 

Above the heaving pall. 

He rubbed his hands with fiendish glee, 
And hissed '* revenge is sweet ! " 

Then bellowed to the murd'rous sea, 
" Thy work is done — retreat ! " 

** At last they're gone ! the hateful brood ! 

The proofs of my mistake ; 
The Ark's contents, select and good, 

A better race will make ! " 
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Alas ! no sooner had the flood 

Below the mountams sunk, 
Than Noah scrambled through the mud, 

And then got beastly drunk. 

This second father of our race, 

Bless'd flotsam of the flood — 
Became, through drink and heavenly grace, 

Mere jetsam on the mud ! 

These pets of Heav'n^s Almighty Ghoul 

Went wrong in re-beginning ; 
The drunken father played the fool. 

Then cursed his son for grinning. 

The Lord is good ! — he rescued eight — 

O would that sinners knew it ! 
His powV to save is just as great 

As is his wish to do it ! 



If earth be swamped again by Pa, 
Than Noah we'll be snugger ; 

We'll laugh at floods, methinks, ha ! ha ! 
When once " on board the lugger! " 



THE CREATOR S RECREATION. 

The Deity, tired of eternal passivity. 

Awoke to the fact that existence was tame, 

Unless it was spiced with the pleasing activity 
Of terrified creatures bepraising his name. 

He, then, out of nothing created the universe ; 

Created it all out of nothing, 'tis said ; 
I'm told by the Muse of my truthful though puny verse 
'Twas all out of nothing — all ** out of his heady 



40 Brimstone Ballads. 

Said God : ** As my principal reason for making it 
Is merely amusement, I*il make it to spin \ 

With creatures all squirming, like lime when theyVe 
slaking it ; 
Amusingly, spitefully seething in sin. 

" A perfect creation would simply mean weariness ; 

Amusement^s my end, I will, therefore, create 
A world of malignity, slaughter, and cheeriness ; 

Of pious dissensions, religion, and hate ! 

" To start it imperfect would damage my dignity, 
And hinder my creatures from praising my name ; 

ni, therefore — to hide what they'd call my malignity — 
Cause devils to spoil it, and bear all the blame. 

*' The dodge will succeed, through its silly simplicity, 
For few of my creatures I'll burden with brains ; 

And those of the few who'll detect my duplicity 
Will simply be roasted in hell for their pains ! " 



THUS SAITH THE LORD. 

I'm a God that stands no nonsense ! 

Saith the Lord ; 
Ev'ry rival's competition 
Will but land him in perdition — 
See my book, the first edition, 

Saith the Lord. 



Look at Satan and his angels, 

Saith the Lord ; 
When I heard the rebels boasting 
That to me they'd give a toasting, 
I, at once— well, now they're roasting, 

Saith the Lord. 
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Look at Adam in the garden, 

Saith the Lord ; 
When the pippin he did grapple, 
I induced the blooming apple 
To take lodgings in his thrapple, 

Saith the Lord. 

In advance, his race I blasted, 

Saith the Lord ; 
Cursed them all with curse prodigious, 
Made them cruel and litigious, 
And inclined to be religious, 

Saith the Lord. 

As regards the meddling tempter, 

Saith the Lord ; 
For abetting Adam's " falling,'' 
With a curse I knocked him sprawling, 
Lopped his legs, and sent him crawling, 

Saith the Lord. 

Look at Noah's saucy neighbours, 

Saith the Lord ; 
Ev'ry parent, son, and daughter. 
With their flocks, I drowned in water — 
'Twas a change from fire and slaughter, 

Saith the Lord. 

Mrs. Chloride Lot of Sodium^ 

Saith the Lord ; 
To the city turned to view it ; 
On the spot I made her rue it — 
There she stands, a sort of cruet, 

Saith the Lord. 

Look at Pharaoh's plaguy story, 

Saith the Lord ; 
Why repeat it ? — it not new is ; 
Parsons know— the tale quite true is — 
How I finished him at Suez, 

Saith the Lord. 
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Look at all those brats at Bethel, 

Saith the Lord ; 
Old Elisha*s hair was thinner 
Than approved each budding sinner — 
Both the bears approved the dinner, 
Saith the Lord. 

Look at Christ, the mad blasphemer, 
Saith the Lord ; 

All my laws seemed merely fiction, 

Judged by all his deeds and diction ; 

Hence his death by crucifixion, 
Saith the Lord. 

I'm a God that cares for no one ! 

Saith the Lord ; 
Since I finished off creation, 
Tve gone in for recreation. 
Bloody wars and desolation. 

Fire and sword ; 
Ev'ry deed that terror raises, 
Pain and woe in all their phases, 
Winding up with hell and blazes ! 

Saith the Lord. 

Sound his fame ! 
Writhing wretches ! sing his praises ! ! 

Praise his name ! ! 



HEALTH AND REASON ; or, DISEASE AND FAITH. 

Ah, sceptic ! though you now refuse 

To credit pious Christian views. 

You'll change, and '* shiver in your shoes," 

When lying on your death-bed. 

You've health and strength, and life seems fair ; 
On things of earth you fix your care ; 
They'll seem but ** trifles light as air," 

When lying on your death-bed. 
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Your mind, in health, to logic flies ; 
You ponder, sift, and syllogise ; 
But Reason's canons you'll despise, 

When lying on your death-bed. 

You doubt because your mind is bright, 
And " laws of thought " are all your light ; 
But wait ! these laws will take their flight, 

When lying on your death-bed. 

Your clear and healthy brain has raised 
These wicked doubts ; but, God be praised ! 
Your mind will be obscured and dazed, 

When lying on your death-bed. 

In business^ trust your healthy head ; 
In sacred matters^ trust, instead, 
Your brain impaired and nearly dead, 

When lying on your death-bed. 



HAHATMAS. 

Mrs. Besant says : "The Mahatmas have a vast body of knowledge 
in trust which they give to their pupils century, after century to start it 
again in the so-called civilised world ; and so all our boasted scientific 
advance is due to their impulse." 

Praise Gobi ! whence all blessings flow ; 
Praise Gobi ! where the bogeys grow — 
Mahatmas who are " in the know " 

Of Nature's secret phases. 
Revealed on Gobi's weird plateau 

Of deserts and oases. 

Which Philistines deny. 

Praise Gobi ! whence, and thither, flow 

Epistles that more swiftly go 

Than those sent through the G.P.O., 

Or thought's response to feelings. 
Precipitated high and low. 

Through solid floors and ceilings. 
Which Philistines deny. 
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Praise Gobi ! wisdom's sacred seat, 
Where present, past, and future meet 
As focussed rays of knowledge *' neat,'' 

Whence Mystagogues reflect them, 
To light the heads, and guide the feet 

Of those who can detect them. 
Which Philistines deny. 

Mahatmas guard the secret door 

Of Nature's esoteric store ; 

They doled, and dole, out crumbs of lore, 

To men like Paracelsus, 
And other scientists galore. 

As H. P. B.'s friend tells us. 
Which Philistines deny. 

Our writers who enlarge our ken 
Are, after all, but " middle men" ; 
'Tis true as six and four make ten, 

'Bout which no doubting lingers ; 
The *' author's " fingers hold the pen ; 

Mahatmas hold the fingers. 

Which Philistines deny. 

The Western mind is in its youth ; 
We talk of '^ Kepler's laws," forsooth ! 
" Mahatma's laws " they are, in truth ! 

Sent all the way from Asia 
By creepy folk whose names uncouth 

Would very much amaze ye. 

Which Philistines deny. 

O shade of Kepler ! fie ! for shame ! 
To foist upon the world your name ; 
To father " laws " — results, you claim, 

Of thought experimental. 
When, ready-made, to you they came 

From sources transcendental. 
Which Philistines deny. 
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The greatest thinkers of the West 
Are merely puppets, at the best. 
Who think as *' Masters " may suggest ; 

In short : Thought Occidental — 
'Tis sad ! but truth must be confessed — 

Is really Oriental ! 

Which Philistines deny. 



GOD-HAKING. 

Do Christians ever try to think of what they think they 
think, 
Whene'er of God they think that they are thinking? 
Their thoughts are pebbles cast into the sea that sink 
and sink ; 
An idle sequence, lacking interlinking. 

Our highest and our lowest flights of fancy are confined 
By bounds that are the products of sensation ; 

The ghosts of our experience are marshalled and combined 
Capriciously, in endless permutation. 

If everything within our Uen were beauteous, pure, and 
glad, 

We ne'er could think of badness, nor of sadness ; 
If ev'rything within our ken were hideous, vile, and sad. 

We ne'er could think of goodness, nor of gladness. 

If nature all were good, or bad, our God would follow 
suit — 

The centre of converging intellections 
From uniform experience, admitting no dispute ; 

The focus of co-ordinate reflections. 

But nature's bad, as well as good, each thoughtful mind 
believes ; 

And ev'ry man — unless to self a traitor — 
Ignores the God idea, or a motley one conceives. 

And proves himself to be his God's creator. 
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Do Theists ever try to think of what they think they 
think, 
Whenever of God they think that they are thinking ? 
Their thoughts are pebbles cast into the sea that sink 
and sink ; 
An idle sequence, lacking interlinking. 



BRADLAUGH. 

B rave Bradlaugh rests at last ; his work is done ; 

R ight well, for Right, he thought, and fought and won, 

A fearless front to Freedom's foes he turned ; 

D eath*s chill alone could quench the fire that burned. 

L et parsons, priests and prudes their prating cease, 

A nd work, as he did work, for Truth and Peace, 

U nmoved by bribes and threats of ghostly creeds. 

G reat-minded man ! while pond'ring human needs, 

H is honest heart converted thoughts to deeds. 



CHRIST'S FAREWELL SUPPER. 

Christ Jesus gave, it has been said, 
To some old chums a farewell " spread," 
And asked them, o'er the parting cup, 
To try to keep his mem'ry up, 
And, sometimes, o'er a glass of wine, 
To think of him for '^ Auld lang syne." 

But listen ! and I'll tell you how 
This farewell supper raised a row : — 
There, later, rose a fierce ferment 
About the kind of bread Christ meant 
His friends to eat at each love-feast — 
Unleavened cakes or dough or yeast. 
Fermented bread, some said, was best ; 
No ! unfermented, said the rest ; 
'Twould sully and profane the feast 
To symbolise Christ's death with yeast. 
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In this they were, no doubt, unwise, 

For yeast is just the thing to rise. 

They yelled enough to rouse the dead 

About the wine, or white, or red ; 

Some thought diluting was discreet. 

While others said, " We'll take it ' neat,' 

And drink, in memVy of the dead. 

Good wine that warms both heart and head." 

But, stranger still — now hold your breath, 
This is a fact as true as death — 
Some said that ev'ry blessed crumb 
Was really Jesus Christ, their chum ! 
His very corpse, be't understood. 
And that the wine was really blood ! 
They called it '* Transubstantiation," 
And backed it up with hot damnation. 

The bread and wine which Christ did *' stand " 

Were doubtless racy of the land : 

That is, as Jesus was a Jew, 

The *' bill of fare " was Jewish too ; 

But, if he'd lived more west or east, 

It would have been a difF'rent feast : 

Instead of bread, perhaps some rare-bit ; 

Instead of wine, perhaps some sherbet ; 

Or, if an Irishman he'd been. 

The " tipple " would have been " poteen " ; 

The " grub " had been quite Irish, too — 

Some ** murphies" or some " Irish stew." 

If he'd been Scotch, I'll lay a stake 

The bread had been good oatmeal cake ; 

At any rate, 'twixt me and you. 

The other had been '' mountain dew." 

The supper might have been — who knows ? — 

A haggis and some ** Athole brose " ; 

A '* tankard-cool " — wine, lemon, borage — 

Or whiskey " neat," with oatmeal porridge. 

All this will clearly show, I think. 
That Christ, in asking folk to drink 
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A glass to him for " Auld lang syne," 
Ne'er meant to say it must be wine. 
Besides, though he was not well read. 
He surely must have heard it said 
That in some lands there grew no vines, 
And that their people had no wines. 
Depend upon't, he meant we should 
Use any sort of drink and food ; 
He merely wanted folk to link 
His memory with their food and drink. 

For why should we just draw the line 
Of imitation at the wine ? 
Ought we to seek a " pub," or inn, 
To celebrate this supper in ? 
And hire a room that must be " upper," 
Before we can set out the supper ? 
And must we — so to follow him in 
Everything — exclude all women. 
And, just to make the thing complete. 
Have wherewithal for washing feet ? 

Though some folk are, by crafty priests, 

Debarred from joining thesfe " love-feasts," 

They need not feel left in the lurch : 

Christ never held one in a church. 

Why care for any priestly snub ? 

Like Christ, go eat it in a *' pub" ; 

Or, better still, go home and eat 

Your ordinary sort of meat — 

Koast-beef or lobster, chop or whelk. 

With wine or water, beer or milk. 

The " elements " might surely be 

A roll and butter and some tea ; 

Or, when a public-house is near, 

A sandwich and a glass of beer. 

Why not ? It's not the drink or meat 

It's what's you think of while you eat. 

You merely have of Christ to think, 

While thus you eat and thus you drink. 
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Poor Christ ! although his head was cracked, 
His honest heart but little lacked, 
When, in the face of curse and ban, 
He tried to raise his fellow man. 
Although he failed, he did his best ; 
His scheme was bad, so let him rest. 



JORISPRUDENT JEHOYAH. 

In days of old, Jehovah told the Jews a thing or two ; 
The things they often, seldom, always, never ought to do ; 
He taught them how to pray and steal, to worship and 

to fight, 
And regulated all their lives from morning until night. 

He wrote a list of lawful food, and food that was taboo : 
The " Bill of Fare," or what is called in Peckham 

French, " menoo *' ; 
He solemnly commanded them to shun, lest harm result. 
The esoteric saveloy, and " sassenjer " occult. 
To eat a pig was infra dig,; all pork they must eschew — 
The unassuming " trotter," and the mild poloney too. 

The rite of circumcision he did ruthlessly enforce — 
That is, upon the Jews themselves, and not the pigs, of 
course. 

He also ordered them to cut the throats of lambs and 

sheep. 
That he might glut his gaze on gore, and thus his 

temper keep ; 
The sweetest pleasures to his ears, his nostrils, and his 

eyes. 
Were gushing streams of reeking blood, and tortured 

victims' cries. 

On Sabbath he compelled them all to rest from work 

and play. 
By doing all their hardest to do nothing all the day — 
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In short, he forced the Jews to be, on pain of lapidation, 
A strictly-pious, godly, cruel, slavish, brutal nation. 

But, later on, he told the world, through Jesus Christ, a 

Jew, 
That all those laws were foolish fads, that would no 

longer do ; 
He saw — when fresh experience had changed his mind 

and mood — 
That stoning folk to death was bad, and Sabbath trips 

were good ; 
And said he must at last admit — though "climbing 

down " was sad — 
That sacrifice was not so good, and pork was not so bad. 
In fact, his words implied, or said, that all his priestly 

rules 
Were products of his " salad-days," and only fit for fools. 

Said he : " Fve got a scheme at last by which I'll manage 

man — 
A God-belauding, hell-delighting, man-deluding plan ! 
Tm tired of Moses and his code ; the whole affair's a 

pest ! 
Simplicity's my motto now ; simplicity and rest. 
I'm sick of watching people's deeds, and noting all that's 

said, 
Of ceremonies, rules, and rites, and priestly tape that's 

red! 
Instead of telling men to do a score of silly rites. 
That only serve to worry me, and spoil my rest o' nights, 
I've hit on o;/^, more hard for man than all the rest 

combined, 
But easier for me, because I'll only have to find 
If men perform this single one, instead of keeping count 
Of all the fussy ancient ones — a pretty good amount ; 
'Tis this : Believe that I and Christ and Ghost are one in 

three ; 
That I, as Christ, was nailed to death, to bribe the Ghost 

and me ; 
That I, as Christ, began to be, yet always was, my son ; 
That each, yet nonej is I, and I am each, and all are one ! 
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** These statements — strange to those who ne*er for godly 

knowledge thirst, 
Are simple when you know them ; but youVe got to 

know them first. 

" Take notice ! all ye creatures who possess immortal 

souls ! 
That henceforth I have done with * works ' and priestly 

rigmaroles ! 
Believe the Gospel story of myself and Ghost and Son ; 
And then, no matter how youVe lived, your place in 

heav'n is won ! 
Believe the simple story of the Jewess and the Ghost ; 
Or else, no matter how youVe lived, your soul in hell 

will roast ! " 

It took but fifteen hundred years to show the great 

" I Am " 
The uselessness of temples, and the usefulness of ham ; 
To show that golden candlesticks and choicest kidney 

grease 
Can never '* hold a candle " to belief in God's decease. 

The time will likely come when God again will change 

his mind. 
And start a dispensation of an ^«//-Christian kind ; 
He might, when civilised enough, leave earth's affairs 

alone, 
And thus, in some small measure, for his sad mistakes 

atone ; 
Or, very likely, he'll restore the ancient code of Moses, 
And estimate all moral worth by curvature of noses ; 
Establish bloody works again — he's just the God to do 

it— 
And substitute for faith in Christ, the fumes of burning 

suet. 

However, for the present, we have all, if bound for 

glory, 
To credit his incredible, discreditable story. 
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A "LOT" OF SALT. 

(To he taken '■'■with a grain of salty J 



»i 



Remember Lot's wife." — Christ. 



Remember the wife of old Lot ; 

Forget not, nor e'er look behind you ; 
Remember, you'll all ** get it hot " 

If e'er you forget her, so mind you ! 

Remember her terrible fix, 

When Death came along with his sickle ; 
Her soul couldn't ferry the Styx, 

'Twas fixed in her petrified pickle ! 

The reason God salted her was. 

She turned to look back on the city ; 

The salt wasn't *' Attic," because. 
Though funny, the joke wasn't wtity, 

God's ways are not our ways, for we 

At his ways are oft filled with laughter : 

Ere Jlesh " turns," we salt it ; but he 
Permits it to " turn," and salts after/ 

As soon as Lot's missis turned round, 
Jehovah said : ** There, now ! I knew it ! " 

Then fixed her as salt to the ground — 
A public, perpetual cruet. 

The salt wasn't " Attic," although 

The subject was quite caryatic ? 
A salt caryatid, to show 

That God was a sculptor dramatic. 

" A pillar of salt " is his phrase ; . 

To change it, excites his priests' odium ; 
They'll damn any person who says, 

A column of chloride of sodium. 
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A wise phrase, converted, conveys 

The same thought, if paraphrased fairly ; 

But that of a biblical phrase 
Survives a fair paraphrase rarely. 

The pi6us old phrases all seem, 

When'paraphrased, silly ; attempt it — 

Take, ** God spoke to Joe tn a dream "/ 
What is it ? 'tis simply, " Joe dreamt it." 

Say, " Mother of God," and you pay 

Respect to your Catholic brother ; 
You'll give him a fit if you say : 

" Jehovah's mamma," or *' God's mother " ! 



This nondescript " pillar " by God, 

Though squatter than " Tuscan " or " Doric," 
Was " Composite " / — surely 'twas odd, 

And yet we are told 'tis historic ! 

We take with " tall " tales — do we not ? — 
A " grain of salt " — wholesome proviso ; 

With this one we must take a Lot! 
The Blessed Old Volume tells lies so ! 

Jehovah believed in the tale ; ' 

*' Remember Lot's missis," said Jesus ; 

We all must believe without fail. 
Or else God-the -Devil will seize us ! 



THE FIRST BIBLE BLUNDER. 

" In the beginning." — Holy Bible (first phrase). 

The Bible begins with a meaningless phrase — 

When used as its Author intends it — 
A phrase merely verbal, which simply conveys 
Just nothing ; hence, Faith apprehends it. 
The phrase is absurd ; 
But that is a word 
Which, somehow or other, commends it. 
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Tis, " in the beginning " ; fond, fatuous phrase ! 

When used in a cosmic connection ; 
And thus it is used ; for the next sentence says — 
Result of the same irreflection — 
That God did create, 
On that very date, 
The universe all in perfection. 

We're told 'twas Jehovah, the Joss of the Jews, 

Who scribbled this olio scrap-book ; 
Designed to instruct, it but serves to amuse — 
Like many a broadside and chap-book ; 
But, mind you ! look out ! 
You're damned if you doubt 
This old intellectual pap-book ! 

A person who writes — whether joking or not — 

Should have, at the least, an idea ; 
But Jahveh had none, for " beginning " 's a " spot " 
Ne'er " touched " by the mind's ** Homocea,^^ 

Our reason believes 

That he who conceives 
Or thinks a " beginning," must be a 

Much greater than He 

Who sent us J. C. 
From Ev'rywhere, vid Judea. 



THE WORRIES OF GODSHIP. 

The scene is a cloudscape in God's private " grounds," 

Ayf2cy either up, down, or sideways, 
Where light sends its beams round the vaporous mounds 

In curves, so that nothing should hide rays. 

His Godship is seen on his nebulous couch. 

With mien beatific reclining ; 
His volume plethoric would, seemingly, vouch 

He'd too well, not wisely, been dining. 
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But truth bids us say that the cause of his girth 

Was not gormandising erratic ; 
The cause of it was, as weVe taught from our birth, 

The union that^s styled *' hypostatic " — 
Far closer than three-storeyed unions on earth, 

Twixt ground-floor and first-floor and attic. 

The bulk of a triad should never excite 

A unit to mirth or derision ; 
Remember that three in God's person unite — 

Addition's more fat than division. 

" The Hebrew cosmogonist, silly old lob ! " 

Said God, with his phiz all congested, 
** Declares that I finished the cosmical job 

In six days, and, afterward, rested ! 

*' What, rested ! The work of creation was rest 

Compared with my subsequent doings ! 
My work for the Hebrews alone was no jest. 

The smashings, and hackings, and hewings ! " 

** We wish we were deaf, or that Christians were dumb," 

Said two of the Trinity, scowling ; 
" No rest can we get for the noises that come 

From simpletons praying and howling ! 

" Our Son, when on earth, rashly bound us to grant 

The things, without any restrictions, 
That faith might request ; but, confound him ! we can*t — 

They always involve contradictions ! 

" For instance : from Peckham, last night, did arrive 

Conflicting petitions for weather — 
For wet and for dry ; well, we cannot contrive 

To grant all their wishes together ! 

" The millions of opposite pray'rs that we get 

From farmers, cits, ryots, and fellahs ! 
The sunshine for this one, for that one the wet — 

From makers of blinds and umbrellas ; 
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*' The ice-man petitions for sunshine and heat ; 

Another wants showers and sloshes, 
And prays for the weather that soddens the feet 

And quickens his trade in goloshes ! 

" A pious man asked us, in name of our Son, 

To give to an imbecile lad nous ; 
The man was a Christian — a genuine one ! — 

And ended his days in a madhouse. 

" Confound them ! we'll leave the whole lot to their fate, 
Or send them our friend on the ' pale 'oss *— 

Here ! run and tell Peter to lock the front gate, 
And let us play quoits with our halos ! " 



THE WORD OF GOD. 

Jehovah caused some scribes of old 
To write a guide-book, we are told, 
In order that we all might know 
The way in which we ought to go, 
To find that transcendental stair 
That radiates from everywhere, 
All round the surface of the globe ; 
From down as far as man can probe ; 
From mine, sea-bed, Artesian well ; 
From any depth that's short of hell, 
Through Timbuctoo, or Peckham Rye, 
Right up to " Mansions in the sky.'* 
Had we been able by ourselves. 
Without God's Bradshaw on our shelves, 
To find, from earth, this heav'nward-way, 
The book had ne'er seen light of day. 
'Tis therefore clear that ev'ry man, 
Must earnestly its pages scan, 
If he, from hell's unpleasant flare, 
Would fly to " castles in the air," 
Not made by hands, but by a ghost ; 
If not, of course, he'll have to roast. 
Unfortunately, those old scribes — 
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The " med'cine-men *' of savage tribes, 

That hated, murdered, fought, and fleeced, 

By Jahveh's orders, in the East — 

Could write no lingo but their own. 

So wrote for savages alone ; 

And as the ghost, who helped their craft, 

Retired when he^d inspired the draft. 

All copies and translations were 

Deemed quite beneath his ghostly care. 

These ancient drafts, of priceless cost, 

Have long been quite destroyed and lost ; , 

And no one knows the tongue or speech 

In which the great I Am did teach ; 

No Jew nor Gentile, bond nor free. 

Can tell what lingo spoke J. C. ; 

Not all the eyes of BabeKs days 

Can read what^s gone from mortal gaze. 

The oldest scripture we possess — 

Some copy of some old MS. ; 

Some bastard script unauthorised, 

By man contemned, by God despised — 

When studied by the help of prayV 

Makes parsons scratch their heads and swear ; 

So that, of all God^s guide divine, 

We have not one trustworthy line ! 

What are we wretched wights to do ? 

WeVe in a worse than Irish stew. 

The truth must in the face be looked, 

WeVe clearly, and for ever, booked ; 

Tis true, as that we all must die, 

That ev'ry one of us shall fry. 

Since Time's devoured God's protocol, 

As old Ezekiel did the roll. 

And, as a new edition he 

Will not inspire, 'tis clear that we, 

Through lack of its essential light, 

Engulphed shall be in endless night ; 

Illumined only, now and then. 

By fitful gleams, when ** Nickie-ben " 

His energetic imps permits 

To poke the fires and turn the spits ! 
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MOKAL. 

Now all ye gods a warning take 
From Brother Jahveh's sad mistake, 
And try to bear this well in mind : 
That, if you wish to mortal kind 
To send a message meant for all, 
It must be sent right round the ball. 
Addressed and registered to each 
Of ev'ry nation, tongue and speech ; 
For, really now, upon my word ! 
It is, your godships, most absurd 
That souls in hell should ever roast, 
Because a pigeon or a ghost 
Around some fellows never fluttered. 
Nor uttered things that can't be uttered. 
To keep them right in their translation 
Of broadsides of some ancient nation ! 
If you would save us from the Roast, 
Send evVy one enough of ghost 
To be a prophet to himself ; 
Do this, and I'll bet lots of pelf 
That you will raise — I'll lay the odds — 
The present low repute of gods. 



OMNISCIENT IGNORANCE. 

Jehovah knew what Eve would do if put to any test, 
Because he's omni-ev'rything ; he therefore thought it 

best 
To place the dainty debutante where t id-bits were taboo, 
Then watch, and try to ascertain what frisky Eve would do. 

Jehovah knew where Adam was when he was lying hid, 
His optic being ev'rywhere, with ne'er a lash nor lid ; 
So, searching through the leafy shades, Omnipotence 

did go. 
Because where skulking Adam was, Omniscience wished 

to know. 
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Jehovah, from on high, could see each brick and grain of 

sand 
That formed the heav*n-invading towV in Shinar's 

ancient land, 
Because his eye is infinite ; so, straight to earth he 

booked, 
In order that his eye might see just how the building 

looked. 

Jehovah knew th' exact amount of Father Abram's faith, 

Because he is omniscient, as his holy scripture saith. 

He therefore set himself to try, through Isaac — Abram's 

lad— 
To ascertain th* exact amount of faith that Abram had. 

Jehovah knew the final list of all the hell-doomed host, 
Because, from all eternity, he settled who shall roast ; 
So, down to earth he came, with love and meekness 

nicely shammed. 
To see how many he could save of those who must be 

damned. 

How thankful we ought all to be that finite is our might, 
Restricted is our knowledge, and imperfect is our sight ; 
Since, absolute Jehovah had to fuss so much about. 
Whenever he wished to learn a fact, and tried to find it 
out! 



CHRISTIANA ; or, GOD'S LAMB AND HAN'S GOOSE. 

On the twenty-fifth December, 
The Creator *s chums remember 

To commemorate the birth of Mary's boy. 
The synthetic son terrestrial 
Of a syndicate celestial 

That agreed to boom a God-and-man alloy. 

This exotic little ** nipper " 

Was the son of Jah-the-" J^ipper,*' 

And of Poll the artful lass of artless Joe ; 
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But, as God is somewhat plural^ 
This bambino, ultra-neural, 
Was the composite production of a " Co^^ 

It is stated by the godly 

That this youngster, rather oddly. 

Was as singularly plural as his Pa ; 
That, in fact, he was the maker. 
And occasional forsaker. 

Of the universe, himself, and ev'n his Ma. 

This unique ** cross," ** sport " informal 
Of paternity abnormal. 

By arrangement, " hopped the twig " upon a *' tree," 
Was entombed, went down to Tophet, 
** Rose " to Earth, and then jumped off it 

Back to EvWywhere^ when only thirty-three. 

When this uncreated creature. 
With the Jewish cast of feature, 

Had enacted this amusing little plan. 
He became a link, or hyphen. 
And a sort of ghostly syphon, 

To connect the fount of godly grace with man. 

We are told that this arrangement 
Healed the God-and-man-estrangement 

That was started by the apple-sampling Eve ; 
But the queerest thing about it 
Is, it didnH^ if you doubt it ; 

What it did is fixed by what you now believe. 

When they say that Jah-the-" Ripper " 
Meant to roast them like a kipper, 

But agrees to let them off, through Mary's boy. 
You can understand the reason 
Why this sacred solemn season 

Gives a goose-and-turkey bias to their joy. 

'Twixt the birth of " Lamb," or ghostling, 
And the death of fatted gosling, 

There appears, to carnal minds, no causal link ; 
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But the minds that grace has quickened, 
In the skulls that God has thickened, 

Can perceive it ; it*s a gift — disease, or " drink." 

On the twenty-fifth December 
The Creator^s chums remember 

To commemorate the birth of Bedlam*s brat ; 
But 1*11 swear my dying " *davy " 
That they worship turkey-gravy 

More than Jesus ! if they don^t, Til eat my hat ! 



PROVIDENCE. 

Tightly to a post they bound him. 
Out upon the furrowed sand ; 

Doomed to death by those around him. 
Waiting on the moaning strand. 

Now the tide has reached his middle ; 

Soon heUl be overwhelmed and dead : 
All because the cosmic riddle 

Puzzles every thinking head. 

He had guessed an answer to it, 
Though the priest for all men thinks ; 

So the Church, as soon's she knew it, 
Clutched him, like the fabled sphinx. 

Will the moon and gravitation 
All his tearful prayVs deride ? 

Or will Heaven vouchsafe salvation, 
Holding back the rising tide ? 

Will the sun's and moon*s attractions. 

For a time, be neutralised, 
Through some heav'nly counteractions. 

By the Lord of Heav'n devised ? 
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Hark ! a shout, in volume growing ! 

God of Boothites ! what a din ! 
See ! the tide has ceased its flowing, 

Scarcely reaching to his chin ! 

God, said some, has heard his pleading ; 

Heav'n its mighty pow'r displays ; 
Lo ! the tide is now receding ; 

God has checked it ; sound his praise 1 

*' Fools ! 3'our triumph is a cheap one ! " 
Roared a priest with spiteful eyes ; 

" We forgot, the tide^s a neap one ; 
Heads must dip if tides won't rise ! '' 

* 

*' Seize him ! if beneaped, and bend him 
Down beneath the water's swell ; • 

Now, let's see ! I thought we'd end him ! 
God be praised ! he's now in hell ! " 



BETHLEHEM OR GREENWICH ? 

In nought B.C., or nought a.d. — 
It matters nought, take either ; 

The whole affair is nought to me. 
So take them both, or neither. 

At any rate, the dateless date 

Was found within a stable 
At Bethlehem, if parsons stale 

A fact, and not a fable. 

This zero morn, a goblin child — 

A bastard little stranger — 
Appeared ahiidst the straw, and smiled 

Or squall'd within a manger. 

This stable stood on parallel 
North, two-and-thirty, nearly. 

And five-and-thirty east from hell — 
That is, from London, clearly. 
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The monks began, it now appears, 
To date from *' Bedlam's " stable ; 

But not till full six hundred years 
Had sanctified the fable. 

Now, all our books and deeds we date 

From Jahveh's " incarnation," 
Or what we now denominate. 

In law, ** affiliation.'* 

The folk that claim the sign ** a.d." 

For Christ are green as spinach. 
Since Time and all earth's belt must be 

Referred direct to Greenwich. 

If birth of Him that saves our race 

From Eden's fell ophidian 
Begins our years, His natal place 

Should be our first meridian. 

But no ; despite devout pretence 

Of sanctified obedience, 
The Christian has a lively sense 

Of secular expedience. 

Once, three wise noodles chased a star. 
And found themselves in " Bedlam " ; 

Now, Greenwich and Polaris are 
Preferred to faith in dead Lamb. 

O Christians all ! for once agree — 
From Pope to Stewart Headlam — 

And let your prime meridian be, 

Not Greenwich Park, but "Bedlam"! 



THREE FIRE-PROOF JEWS. 

Long, long ago, when lies were true, and common things 

were rare, 
By Babel's streattis, three castrate Jews did grow, on 

meagre fare. 
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Quite fire-proof, incombustible, and non-conducting too ; 
In fact, each eunuch was unique, but for the other two. 

The King of Babylon, we read, had made a god of gold, 
And set it up in Dura's plain, that all might it behold ; 
And said, " If any worship not, nor do as I desire, 
I'll have him bound both hands and feet, and cast into a 
fire." 

These three young Jewish neuters said, "We'll never 

bow the knee 
To any kind of foreign god, wherever we may be ; 
In short, O king ! we'll only do what Judah's god 

permits ; 
And here we may remark that he can lick your god to 

fits." 

The king got mad with rage, and swore a Babylonish 
swear ; 

Said he, *' 111 show your great I AM how much for him 
I care : 

So light the fire ! pile up the wood ! and make the fur- 
nace hot, 

Then tie them up and throw them in — V\\ scorify the 
lot ! " 

The king could scarce believe his eyes, when shortly he 
did see 

Four people strolling through the flames, where he had 
thrown but three ; 

" The fourth must be some fire-clay god — Old Nick him- 
self from hell — 

To stand, and make these others stand, this roasting fire 
so well." 

" Make haste ! let Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego 

come out ; 
Their god's the * boss,' whate'er his name — of that there 

is no doubt — 
Jehovah, Satan, YaK or Nick, or any name you choose ; 
So glorify the fire-proof god of these asbestos Jews." 
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J.C. 

Four thousand years B.C. 

A lady stole an apple ; 
Hence, Sin and L.S.D., 

The roots of church and chapel. 

A certam time B.C., 

God^s ghost became erratic, 
And said : " Joe's girl shall be 

God's Ghostess —morganatic." 

A few short months B.C., 
A party called on Polly, 
And said to her, said he : 
'' Tm God ! " Said she : " Good Golly ! " 

A month or two B.C., 

Her Joe became unhappy. 
And felt himself to be 

A badly-used young chappy. 

At just exactly C, 

The B.V.'s youngster, Jesus, 
Was born to set us free 

From — things from which he frees us. 

*^ The Lord," said Pell, B.V., 

" Has sent too much Messiah." 
Said Joe : *' The child can be 

Reduced a bit, Mariah." 

And so, eight days A.D., 

They made the alteration, 
Says Holy Writ (q,v,^ 

For further information). 

The priest that pruned J.C. 

Deserved a sharp correction. 
Say those who disagree 

With cruel vivisection. 
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The youngster grew to be 

A celebrated brewer, 
A sort of quack M.D., 

And Devil's interviewer. 

With imps some pigs he scared, 
And tnen this statute-breaker 

Despatched them, unprepared, 
To stand before their Maker. 

In thirty-three, A.D., 

The Koman Pagans beat him, 
Then took his life. (N.B., 

Now, Roman Christians eat him.) 

God planned these things to be. 
Says Paul, the marriage-hater. 

Eternity B.C., 
And not a moment later. 

IJenvoi. 

Still, fools and knaves there be. 
Who preach this childish story, 

For Heav'n and L. S. D., 
And so on, con amore. 



PRAYERS Or pills? 

Thk Christian, when he's ill, 
Eschews the godless pill, 

And bends the knee ; 
His trust is all in prayV, 
Sent upward through the air 

To Christ, M.D, 

The Hospital may raise 
Its heav'n-defying gaze, 

And godless walls ; 
The Christian turns away, 
And praying night and day 

He stands or falls. 
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The Hospital denies 
The Doctor in the skies, 

And trusts to art ; 
Yet people thither flee, 
Who claim to trust J. C, 

To dodge death^s dart. 

For doctor's carnal skill, 
These hypocrites, when ill, 

Will all things dare. 
Since doctored patients mend. 
While those soon reach their end 

Who trust to pray'r. 

But Christ, should he return. 
All hospitals would spurn 

As works of hell ; 
Once more he'd make a whip 
To make the humbugs skip 

With pious yell. 

He'd say, " faithless crew ! 
Is this a place for you, 

This freethought den. 
Designed and built to be 
A substitute for me, 

By godless men ? " 

" Can't I who gave you breath, 
Protect you all from death, 

And cure disease ? 
Am I not he who saith 
That health is bought by faith 

On bended knees ? 

" If starving you may be. 
Instead of trusting me. 

Of men you beg ; 
If maimed, instead of pray'r 
To be re-limbed, you wear 

A wooden leg. 
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** O what an ass was I, 
To suffer and to die 

In Old Judee ! 
The West disdains the East ; 
The school contemns the priest, 

Pa, Ghost and me ! " 



The Bible god is dead, 
The doctor lives instead 

On Christians* gains ; 
The plumber's in their pay ; 
To builders now they pray, 

And trust in drains. 

Christ's death was all in vain ; 
No Christians now remain ; 

All faith is shammed ; 
But those who when they're ill 
Will dare to take a pill 

Shall all be damned ! 



THE CHEMISTRY OF BELIEF. 

*' And these signs shall follow them that believe. . . . Lo, I am 
with you alway, even unto the end of the world." — Christ. 

If credence awaited desire, 

And wishing extinguished dubiety, 
The parsons might prate about fire 

With some little show of propriety. 

For many would gladly receive 

The soothing old syrup of piety. 
If wishing; could make them believe 

The Bible^s conflicting variety. 

To doubt is absurd, if the will 

Makes flat contradictories credible, 
Resulting in magical skill, 

And power to make deadly things edible. 
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O sceptic, just think of the gain ! 

The Lord, in his speech valedictory, 
Said : Christians would always obtain 

O'er poisons and devils the victory. 

Said Jesus : Believers shall cure 

Diseases at each opportunity. 
And take, while the earth shall endure, 

All poisonous drinks with impunity. 

A real believer can drink 

With safety and perfect propriety. 
Since potions can ne'er make him blink, 

Nor damage his health or sobriety. 

It follows, as all must allow — 

Save those of the shamming fraternity — 
That faith makes us poison-proof now. 

And fire-proof throughout all eternity. 

A Christian, if honest and true. 

Might swallow a quart of petroleum ; 

No matter, no harm would ensue. 
Says Christ— unobscured by a scholium* 

Away, then, with logic and brains ! 

Just think of the boon to society. 
When cancers, and poisons, and pains 

Are conquered by credulous piety ! 

Jehovah, Ghost, Devil and Son ! 

Co-auto-genetic Quaternity ! 
O multiple, quadrifid one ! 

O inter-paternal fraternity ! 

These verses are likely to be 

The means— through their fitting vacuity — 
Of leading *' inquirers " to Thee, 

O shadow of human fatuity ! 
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ARTFUL POLL AMD ARTLESS JOE; or, THE 
GHOST WHO WOULD A WOOING 00. 

About two thousand years ago, 

There lived a joiner Jew named Joe ; 

A very silly sort of chap, 

At whom Miss Mary " set her cap " ; 

In fact, they were engaged to be 

Made man and wife, down in Judee ; 

But, just before the happy day 

When Polly would be Mrs. J., 

This joiner chappie heard it said : 

" Tis time, indeed, the girl were wed ! " 

And so on gossips blabbed away — 

They do it just the same to-day. 

Well, what d'ye think the hussey said 

When she was questioned on this head ? 

Upon my word ! youVe sure to laugh. 

To think that Joe was such a calf; 

For, mind you, this consummate ass 

Believed the artful, gay young lass ! 

She said that she to him was true, 

And swore it, too, till all was blue ! 

" So help me ! may your Polly roast. 

If t'other fellow ain't a Ghost ! ! " 

Thus Mary swindled poor old Joe ; 

But, retribution was not slow 

To pay her for her *' little game " ; 

For Jesus Ghosty her son, became 

An awful worry, night and day ; 

He gave her ** cheek,'' and ran away ; 

In fact, he was a downright scamp ! 

He shirked his work, went on the tramp. 

And marched about with women flighty, 

And said he was good god almighty 

In human form, as man's redeemer ! 

The priests cried out : ** You damned blasphemer I 

Our duty's plain as are our noses ; 

We've got you by the law of Moses, 

Obtained direct from God on high, 

So, now, young man, you've got to die I " 
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And die he did, for, on a tree 

They nailed him, on Mount Calvary ! 

His poor old mother said : " Dear me ! 

I'm sadly punished for my spree ; 

I wish to goodness, now, I had 

Revealed, at first, the youngster's dad ! " 

Moral. 

Good Christian friends, oh ! never lie 
About a child's paternity ; 
But tell the truth, let nothing stop it, 
For if you don't you're sure to " cop it ! '' 



ANIMALS IN HEAVEN. 

To deny a^ life hereafter for a beast, 

And affirm it for humanity. 
Shows a lively lack of logic at the least. 

And perhaps a lack of sanity. 

All the arguments for man's eternal ghost 

Are the ditto for the sewer-rdLfs ; 
And though Heav'n may not have drains^ 'twill nathless 
boast 

That it won't for that hzs^ fewer rats. 

Does a paradise for parasites exist 

In menageries celestial ? 
Will an entozoic soul itself encyst 

In a spirit erst terrestrial ? 

Will the souls of men, and beasts that prowl by night, 

Lose their inter-animosity ? 
Will the spirit of the tapeworm wing its flight 

To a heav'nly sinuosity ? 

If a heav'n's reserved for witless louts that snoozed 

In the Garden of Gethsemane, 
Is it likely that a heav'n will be refused 

To a shrimp, or sea-anemone ? 
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Will the moulted prophet's callow critics find 
That the bears that made a mess of them 

Are in limbo with the spirits of their kind, 
Say a billion, more or less, of them ? 

If the spirits of Jehovah's chartered whale 

And Its undigested passenger 
Have a reminiscent chat " behind the veil," 

So will maggots from a ** sassenjer." 

If the talents folk exhibit here below 
Are continued when they rise again, 

Will the monkey's soul resume the status quo^ 
And the bird's be catching flies again ? 

If the risen souls of men and fleas employ 

Their correlative proclivities, 
Will they mutually relish and enjoy 

Their reciprocal activities ? 

Will the parasitic parsons, when they die, 

Be endowed with immortality, 
And impose on ghostly simpletons on high 
With ethereal rascality ? 

Preaching person, answer ! 

Snift' not ! Fly not ! 
Answer, if you can, sir ! 
If not, why not ? 



DEIFIED INHOHANITY. 

The Lord so loved us all that he did give 
His second son from somewhere in the sky, 

With us for three and thirty years to live. 
And then for three and thirty hours to die. 

His notion was, to open up a way 

Whereby, with pride intact, he might withdraw 
The foolish curse he sputtered on the day 

His first son, Adam, broke his silly law. 



Brimstone Ballads. 73 

God^s second youngster thus to death went forth 
Because his first, four thousand years before, 

Had robbed an orchard somewhere, thirty, North, 
And forty, East from Greenwich — less or more. 

This selfish scheme allowed the artful dad 

To save his hide and pride, the heartless prig ! 

Twas he that should have died, and not the lad ; 
But that had been just rather infra dig, 

God loved us well enough to give his son^ 
But not enough to give himself^ to die ; 

Like man, the Lord looks out for '* number one " ; 
All's human nature ! — here and up on high ! 



THEISM. 

As lowland folk, with ceaseless care, engage 
To curb and dike the hungry sea, 

A war with all the universe we wage : 
All sleepless it ; all wakeful we. 

If we personify this loveless force — 

Eternal, merciless, and blind- — 
We make a god^s malignity its source. 

Or stultify the human mind. 

The universe is hard enough to fight, 

Without capricious will behind. 
To circumvent, with diabolic spite. 

The wisest schemes of humankind. 

The god-idea fills the world with strife, 
And makes the worst as good as best ; 

Its morbid dreams of extra-mundane life 
Rob life of joy, and death of rest. 

Can God be trusted, in a future life. 

To change his ways, and make us blest ? 

He's changeless ; then, as now, will woes be rife, 
And all that's bad be ** all for best." 
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The present life, in which 'tis " ail for best ' — 
Though pain commences with our breath — 

Is quite enough, so, thanks ! we'd rather rest 
In nothingness or endless death. 



THE CHAMPION JUMPERS OF JUDEA. 

To justly judge his joss-house jump with Jesus in his 
oxter — 
I mean Old Nick's — 
Remember that a jumper now would certainly make folk 
stir 
With six feet six. 

To clear a height of five feet six, although with nought 
to carry. 
Makes all admire ; 
Yet, handicapped by bearing up a ten -stone god. Old 
Harry 
Once cleared a spire. 

But Satan's jump, though dev'lish good, as judged by 
sporting people — 

His foes and friends — 
Was beaten by the very Jew he stuck upon the steeple 

For business ends. 

This Jew, although a joiner's son, had little taste for 
timber — 
Save heads of wood — 
But as for jumping ! never man had limbs so lithe and 
limber, 
Nor hams so good ! 

One day, while talking with his chums — a loafing gang 
of numskulls — 
He jumped on high ; 
A standing jump, without a run — though wicked brains 
in some skulls 
The fact deny. 
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The height he jumped may ne'er be known exactly to a 
fraction ; 
But few deny 
He reached the moon, or else went on beyond the earth's 
attraction^- 
'' How's that for high ? " 

His jump may not be finished yet; perhaps he missed the 
locus 
At which he aimed, 
And, captured by some " system," spins, fast tethered to 
its focus. 
Unknown, unnamed. 

It wasn't bad to jump aloft — without a run, remember ! — 

Right out of sight/ 
N.B. — The man who doubts will be an everlasting ember 

Through endless night ! 



THE INSPIRED PIGS. 

Sure, of all the silly twaddle 

That is likely most to addle 

All the addle-able noddles of our line. 
You can bet a mint of money, 
That there's nothing half so funny 

As the story of the devils and the swine. 

In the pamphlets called the Bible — 

Ancient, artless, artful libel 

On the Cosmos and its majesty sublime — 

It appears that Christ the Saviour 

Did exhibit such behaviour 
As is only seen in madness or in mime. 

We are told that, after sailing 

In a boat that needed bailing, 

He, in Gadara, in safety did debark. 
Where he met a horrid creature 
Who disdained to hide a feature, 

Being naked with a nudeness that was stark. 
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Now, this godly-imaged " varmint," 

Though possessing not a garment. 

Was of devils the possessor, and possessed ; 

But, while he was lodging legions 

From the loco-foco regions, 
He himself, poor man, was neither lodged nor dressed. 

When this locomotive lodging, 

From the tombs, where he was dodging, 

Sa%v his fellow-madman, Jesus, he did run. 

Shrieking forward in his madness, 

And addressed the Man-of-sadness 
As the high and mighty Devil-Maker's Son. 

Then the milder-toned fanatic, 

In a manner quite dramatic, 

Ordered all the man's inhabitants to quit ; 

Whereupon, the noisy lodgers, 

Being very artful dodgers, 
Asked for other lodgings whither they might flit. 

Now, it happened, says our reading, 

That a herd of swine was feeding, 

Not a great way from this memorable spot, 

So the devils all petitioned 

That the pigs be requisitioned, 
Not as food, but merely lodging for the lot. 

Well, though Christ was not the owner, 

He assumed the r6le of donor, 

And quite coolly gave the imps the porcine lease ; 

So the human was forsaken 

For the quick, potential bacon, 
Into which the devils went, a pig a-piece. 

But, no sooner had these tourists 
From the ** Sheol " of the purists 
Settled comfortably down within the swine, 

Than the pigs began a-squealing, 

Like Salvationists a-kneeling, 
And skedaddled down a very steep incline. 
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This incline had such a gradient 

As made all the pigs " obadient/' 

Then, with earnestness that nothing could excel, 

They unanimously bounded 

To the sea, where all were ** drownded '* — 
Of their lodgers' fate, the story doesn't tell. 

Now, this story clearly teaches, 

What our worldly-wisdom preaches : 

Don't destroy the goods of others, but attend 

To the ** Rule " that's nearly " golden," 

Nor believe in Nick, the '' Old 'Un," 
Lest, like Christ, you reach a bad and awful end. 



WHERE IS GOD? 

When early- man, impelled by fate, 
Pursued his kind with savage hate, 
Made slaves of some, and others ate. 

Where wert thou, O God ? 

When devastating robber bands 
Invaded peaceful, fruitful lands. 
And steeped in blood their ruthless hands. 

Where wert thou, O God ? 

When priests and kings and other knaves 
Made human minds and bodies slaves, 
And gloated o'er their victims' graves, 

Where wert thou,. O God ? 

When humbugs quote from lying books 
By Moses and by other " crooks," 
And trade on fools' belief in spooks, 

Where art thou, O God ? 

When pious preachers loudly yell 
Of endless fires and tortures fell. 
And frighten feeble folk with hell. 

Where art thou, O God ? 
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When British bullies send their might 
To foreign lands to steal and fight, 
And make their strength their only right, 

Where art thou, O God ? 

AVhen starving children vainly cry 
Beneath a helpless mother's eye j 
When foodless sparrows fall and die, 

Where art thou, O God ? 

Though smiling fields and flowVs are bright, 

And sunlit eyes express delight, 

If one poor wretch has lost his sight, 

Where art thou, O God ? 

Though hills and dales are decked in spring, 
And sighing woods prepare to sing. 
If pain has reached one living thing, 

Where art thou, O God ? 

When feathered songsters eat their fill. 
And voice their joy with silvVy trill. 
We ask, in name of those they kill, 

Where art thou, O God ? 



THE INFIDEL CONTRACTOR. 

We often can correctly say 

What faith a man professes, 
And sometimes can exactly weigh 

The quantum he possesses. 

The faith possessed by some who trade — 
Like buttermen, or hatters — 

May ne'er, or seldom, be displayed 
Throughout their business matters. 

But, some there are whose faith we know 

Exactly to a fraction, 
Because the full amount they show 

In evVy trade transaction. 
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For instance : those to whom we owe 

The wonders of construction 
Are faithless, as their labours show, 

And destined to destruction. 

A road-contractor always tries 

To minimise expenses. 
And yet he always treats as lies 

The Christian faith^s pretences. 

No mountain does he move to-day 

By prayer, faith, or fasting ; 
But slowly cuts his toilsome way 

With shovels, picks, and blasting. 

To cut a hill with spades and picks 

At cost of time and money, 
When faith could do the job for "nix," 

Is sad, as well as funny. 

Yet pious, godly persons bless 

The godless undertaking, 
Puffed up with Christian righteousness, 

Whilst Christ they're thus forsaking. 

A mountain's small in all regards — 

In plan and elevation — 
That measures but a million yards 

By cubic computation. 

Now, if a grain of faith can start 

And cast into the ocean 
A million yards, a millionth part 

Would set a yard in motion. 

But faith, to-day, can't even start 

A tremor in a custard. 
Nor equals e'en the billionth part 

Of any grain of mustard. 
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Still, faith's required — says Holy Writ, 
My brothers and my sisters — 

To save us from the burning pit, 
And keep our souls from blisters 

So, navvies and contractors all ! 

Shun shovels, picks, and blasting ! 
Unless you wish to squirm and squall 

In hell for everlasting ! 



HIS HERCT ENDURETH FOR EVER. 

The infinite nothing, Jehovah the Ghost 
Condensed to a sentient, unfortunate host, 
Just all for the pleasure of seeing them roast — 

For his mercy endureth for ever. 

Creation he cunningly planned to contain 
Disproofs of " Design," to a man with a brain ; 
And damns those who see them to infinite pain — 

For his mercy endureth for ever. 

When Eve in the orchard the apples did pluck, 
The God who tabooed them ran madly amuck ; 
He blasted and cursed, and his curses have stuck — 

For his mercy endureth for ever. 

The Lord was enraged with the blood-guiltless Cain 
For offering harmless fruit, cabbage, and grain, 
Instead of an animal writhing in pain — 

For his mercy endureth for ever. 

God published a tale of a girl and a ghost, 
Of devils in pigs, and his son on a post, 
And ordered our race to believe it or roast — 

For his mercy endureth for ever. 
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This scheme of redemption is only a sham, 
No sensible man can believe in the lamb ; 
God means all his sensible creatures to damn — 

For his mercy endureth for ever. 



The blackest conception of all that's accurst ; 
The vilest reflection of man at his worst, 
Was Yahveh the bloated, whom Science has burst, 

And reduced to a by-word for ever. 

LEGITIMATE ILLEOITIHACT. 

Rejoice, O bastards ! shout and sing ! 

Nor longer envy babes of marriage ; 
Your charter from the East I bring, 

All free of charge, including carriage. 

Arise ! too long you've been despised ! 

And celebrate your ban's removal ; 
For God the Lord has patronised 

Your caste, and stamped it with approval. 

Jehovah, whom the Christians name 
The Holy One, came down and tarried 

Awhile on earth, and then became 

A ** dad " ; but ne'er his partner married. 

So, thus, you see the Saviour's Pa — 

Whom Christians ne'er will call a dastard — 

Declined to wed his 3"oungster's ma ; 
And wished his boy to be a bastard. 

But Christians — Christ's most deadly friends — 

Look down on illegitimation ; 
And so, perforce, their scorn extends 

To God and Christ, by implication. 

An honest priest — unless an ass — 

Must think that God was most erratic ; 

And that he should have '* spliced " the lass, 
At least in manner morganatic. 
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If God, as Son^ came down to stay. 

He should, as Father, first have tarried. 

And treated in a proper way 

The girl he ne'er, but should have, married. 

But no ; his ways with ours conflict* 
And His are right ; hence this illation : 

That priests blaspheme who interdict 
The state of illegitimation. 

So, therefore, bastards all be glad I 

For those who " naturals '* disparage 
Contemn their Saviour and his Dad, 
Who honored you^ and slighted marriage. 



(( 



MIRACLE." 



An arrant, errant, piquant, peccant word ; 

Evasive, furtive, brazen, coy, absurd ; 

A vagrant flound'ring truant from its root ; 

A verbal legless-stocking, minus foot ; 

A signless post half sunk in marshy ground ; 

Or, bearing sign that points whilst whirling round ; 

A factless symbol, spawn of minds distraught, 
Denoting nothing, and connoting naught ; 
A mateless word, to no idea wed. 
An ancient flirt whose foolish dupes are dead, 
A bloated word, of vainest ones the worst ; 
Like fabled toad, it tried to grow — and burst ! 

Co-ordinate ** to be " and *' not-to-be ^' ; 

What is and is not, then, the earth might see 

A miracle — to-morrow, not to-day ; 

And when to-morrow comes we still must say 

" To-morrow.'^ Valid thoughts, which aye agree. 

Say : ** Miracle ne'er is ; 'tis yet to be." 
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The touchstone for a miracle must be 
The sum of all the happenings that we see ; 
But, miracles that happen— if they be — 
Are, ipso facto ^ " happ'nings that we see." 
Of miracles we can but only hear ; 
They cease to be, the moment they appear. 

Sensation's Nature, and, conversely — though 
The canons of conversion say not so — 
Whatever we see, by virtue of the fact, 
Must be, for us, our Mother Nature's act. 
A miracle, as ever has been shown, 
Is proved to be disproved as soon as known. 

Our brain must change, and superhuman be, 

Ere we a fact of super-nature see. 

A thing, whilst deemed impossible, doth need 

A miracle to do it ; but, the deed. 

When done, a miracle no longer is : 

*Tis seen, and, therefore, known as Nature's vts. 

The savage on his kvi^ly island's rim, 

The ocean is eternity to him : 

A sail on his horizon doth appear ! 

The gods from heav'n descend and now draw near ! 

Yes, gods they are, until, when nearer come. 

They prov% to be but men, with beads and rum ! 

O crassest of extravagances all ! 

To gird our plot of Nature with a wall ! 

And deem each extra-mural mouse that squeaks 

To be an extra-mundane mind that speaks ! 

Go find a fulcrum ! All the ether probe. 
Before you seek a lever for the globe ! 
That earth is fixed, her dust essayed to prove. 
Until 'twas known that it with her doth move ; 
So we with Nature must for ever stay ; 
No extra-nature e'er can cross our way. 
We all are Nature's self, and she and we 
Are all the past, the present, and to be. 
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To him that credits miracles to-day, 
We firmly, sadly, gently, kindly say : 
Go boil thy head at level of the sea, 
For forty days and forty nights ! then we, 
On seeing it emerging from the pot. 
All quickened and improved in ev*ry jot. 
Shall only say that Nature's realm contains 
An erst undreamt-of cure for vicious brains. 



CAIN AND ABEL. 

A TILLER of the ground was Cain ; 

A cattle-breeder, Abel ; 
The latter did God's smile obtain ; 

The former was not able. 

The Lord intended them to eat 

A vegetable diet ; 
But Abel hankered after meat, 

And so resolved to try it. 

Said Cain to Abel : " If you do, 
You'll make the Maker savage ; 

Take my advice, all meat eschew, 
And stick to fruit and cabbage." 

But cruel Abel took a lamb, 

And with a stick did strike it ; 
Whilst roasting, God came down to damn, 

But sniffed, and seemed to like it. 

He hid himself behind a shrub, 
And watched with rapt attention, 

Then said, as he his paunch did rub, 
'* Roast meat's a prime invention ! 

" Look here ! young man, I like your meat, 
And though I'm not a glutton, 
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I quite look forward to the treat 
Of daily sniffing mutton. 



** No more of pippins now for nie ! 

And just you tell your brother 
That I will give him * beans ' if he 

Should offer me another ! 



" All garden muck I now despise ! 

And henceforth I shall hate those 
Who bring to me in sacrifice 

Their carrots and potatoes ! " 

So God disdained the bloodless fruits 
That graced Cain's votive table ; 

But gloated o'er the bleeding brutes 
Destroyed by heartless Abel. 

Said Cain, " They're both so fond of blood, 

I'll offer something gory." 
He then gave Abel such a thud 

As smashed his " upper storey " ! 

Next day, the Lord sniffed all in vain 

For his expected breakfast ; 
Found out the cause, then collared Cain, 

And held him by the neck fast. 

Said he, ** You cabbage-breeding lout ! 

Where's all my muttop gravy ? " 
Cain felt inclined to say " Find out ! " 

But said instead, ** Peccavi ! " 

*^ Because you've killed my cook," said God, 

" I'll give you such a twister ! 
I'll send you to the land of Nod, 

And make you wed your sister ! " 
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AWAT WITH PASSOHS! 

Away with parsons and with priests ! 

But why ? 
Because they falsely claim to know 
That God exists, and strive to show 
That they're his agents here below ! 

That's why ! 

Away with parsons and with priests ! 

But why ? 
Because they hold a bunch of tracts 
That tell of ancient monstrous acts 
Of gods and beasts, and say they're facts. 

That's why ! 

Away with parsons and with priests ! 

But why ? 
Because a man who binds his brain 
Within a book can ne'er attain 
To moral worth ; his life is vain. 

That's why 1 

Away with parsons and with priests ! 

But why ? 
Because these book -bound weaklings dread 
The brains of ev'ry healthy head, 
And preach dependence on the dead. 

That's why ! 

Away with parsons and with priests ! 

But why ? 
Because they fill the infant mind 
With thoughts of heav'n and hell, designed 
The moral sense to warp and blind. 

That's why ! 

Away with parsons and with priests ! 

But why ? 
Because with science they are wroth, 
And ever try to stop the growth 
Of all that conquers mental sloth. 

That's why ! 



Brimstone Ballads, 87 

Away with parsons and with priests ! 

But why ? 
Because they Ve filled the earth with fears, 
Dissensions, hopeless hopes, and tears, 
Throughout a thousand wasted years. 

That's why ! 



THE EGOISM OF MARTYRDOM. 

The Christians, tortured for opinion *s sake, 

And bound by brutal brethren to the stake, 

Believed that after death a life began, 

The fruit of this probationary span ; 

And that this after-life, as scriptures tell, 

Would either smile in heaven or shriek in hell ; 

And, as they thought that Christ alone could save 

Their deathless souls from fires beyond the grave. 

They chose the stake, and suffered fleeting pain, 

To flee from endless loss to endless gain ; 

They feared to face the terms of longer life. 

And so, by suicide, gave up the strife ; 

To purchase heaven, they gave their transient breath ; 

They yielded life to 'scape intransient death. 

And with voluptuous suffering did enlace 

And hug their priceless pain with mad embrace. 

Each mind creates its own supremest good. 

But knows it not till bribes have been withstood : 

A man gives darling gold to save his breath. 

And some give breath to save their souls from death. 

We all select, according to our lights. 

The thing that least dismays, or most delights ; 

In all our rash, as well as cautious, acts. 

We seek what least repels, or most attracts. 

All motives, aims, and deeds, both low and high, 

Caress the sleepless, all-pervading ** I." 

Each act of " sacrifice," love, hate, or greed 

Is merely love of self, expressed in deed. 

As planets try, but fail, to leave the sun, 

Our actions always bow to ** number one." 
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Let truth be told, nor care if comfort dies, 
But let our out-and-inmost self despise 
The base and baseless pleasantness of lies. 
The man, the " I," is product of the all 
That constitutes this small stupendous ball ; 
And he, himself, within himself is shut, 
At once the Archer, Arrow, Bow, and Butt ! 



DIVINE DIVERSION. 

When God — or Christ, as Christians sa}* — 
Perceived himself on Christmas Day 
To be a chubby clod of clay. 

He must have thought it funny. 

When Jahveh's colleague — poor old Joe — 
Dreamt Poll and God had formed a Co. 
To meet a long-felt want, we know 

He should have thought it funny. 

But no, he never seemed to doubt 
The truth of what he dreamt about — 
That Poll with God was " walking out " ; 
He didn't think it funny. 

When Jahveh focussed all his stare, 
And looked on earth from evVywhere, 
And saw himself in Mary's care. 

He must have thought it funny. 

To see his Lordship munching bread, 
With shavings on his tousled head. 
Or being washed and put to bed. 

He must have thought it funny. 

To see the little lad, J. C, 

Perched cock-a-hoop on Joseph's knee, 

And say, ** He's I, and I am he," 

He must have thought it funny. 
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When God performed his famous trick 
On God as Christ, through God as Nick, 
And set him on a spike to stick, 

He must have thought it funny. 

When Christ changed water into port, 
And knew that we'd the fact retort 
On ** 'tot'lers " of the goody sort, 

He must have thought it funny. 

When gentle Jesus jostled Jews 
Because the Joss-house they did use 
For buying cash and selling " doos," 

He must have thought it funny. 

When Christ, in fish, for cash did look, 

And thought how saints their coin would hook 

B}' *' fishy " means, by " hook or crook," 

He must have thought it funny. 

When Jesus walked upon the sea, 
It seemed to him so odd that he 
Entirely lost his gravitee — 

It certainly was funily. 

When God, as Christ, was crucified, 
With mirth he must have fairly cried ; 
Of laughing, ** two to one," he died — 
The notion was so funny. 

When God played ** dying " on the tree. 
And asked his mutoming self why he 
Had left himself, we're bound to see 

He must have thought it funny. 

When God perceived himself as dead — 
Himself of life the Fountain-head, 
The First and Last, the A and 2, 

He must have thought it funny. 
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As God declared three days he'd be 
Within the grave, and yet that he 
Did not keep grave so long, we see 

He must have thought it funny. 

When God, as flesh, soared through the air. 
Through either air or ether rare, 
And vapourised to everywhere. 

He must have thought it funny. 

No doubt, the son of Joseph's lass — 
Like any other carnous mass — 
When "high " enough went back to gas ; 
But, still, it's rather funny. 

When Jahveh, Jesus, Nick, and Ghost 
Declared to all, " Believe or roast ! " 
The simple, compound, carnal Ghost 

Had surely thought it funny. 

This, these, discrete, four, concrete, one 
Are, is, an endless source of fun 
To all with brains beneath the sun 

Who know when things are funny. 

And now, to Jahveh, Son, and Co., 
And their creators years ago. 
Our thanks for mirthful hours we owe ; 
They are so very funny ! 



GLAD TIDINGS. 

Down in the soul-swarming region of Hades, 

Down in the lurid recesses of hell. 
Christians — except a few humbugs and 'ladies- 
Tell us that sceptics for ever will dwell ; 
Calling on God in vain. 
Writhing in swoonless pain, 
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Senses unblunted and nerves all awake ; 

Dowered with hellish might, 

Meet for the endless fight, 
Swathed in the flames of the sulphurous lake. 

Up through the sky on the line of the plummet ; 

Up in the star-swarming region of space, 
Christians will each have a harp, and will strum it, 
Praising for ever God^s love and his grace ; 

Grandly their hymns will swell, 

Drowning the shrieks from Hell ; 
Mothers above, and their children below : 

What though our children roast. 

Praise Father, Son, and Ghost ! 
We have been rescued, and share not their woe ! 

Some of a family chanting God's praises ; 

Some of them, tortured, despairingly cry ; 

Some of them endlessly shrieking in blazes ; 

Some of them joyously singing on high — 

Out on the heartless knaves ! 

Comfort their foolish slaves ! 
Sow what is true, if contentment you'd reap ; 

Cast heav'n and hell away ! 

Work ! and let noodles pray ! 

Then shall your children say : 
Life is a summer's day ; Death is a sleep. 



SOUR GRAPES, AND SWEET GALL. 

A well-known gouty Baptist recently said that pain is a blessing, etc. 

The fox in the fable disguised his disgust. 

On fruitlessly grabbing at grapes ; 
Quoth he, ** They are sour," then although all adust, 

A jaunty contentment he apes. 

The fox feigned to slight what he failed to secure — 

Determined to hide his defeat ; 
Called crude what he saw to be ripe and mature, 

And sour what he knew to be sweet. 
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A brain-hating Baptist, whom God goads with gout, 

On proving all prayV to be vain, 
Now seeks to escape from the sceptical flout, 

By groaning out, ** Gout is a gain ! " 

This gouty, but godly and pawky old priest — 

A saint from his hat to his socks- 
In feigning to like what all life must like least, ' 

Inversely out-vulpines the fox. 

Disgusted to find that his faith fails to move 

His Saviour to save him from gout, 
Says he, '* Pain a pleasure and profit doth prove. 

And thus I put scoffers to rout ! " 

This podagral preacher pretends to delight 

In troubles he cannot avoid ; 
A sort of a negative, sanctified spite 

'Gainst God, at whose ways he's annoyed. 

The artful old fox tried to reach, but in vain. 

The ripe bunch of berries so sweet : 
The priest vainly prayed to get rid of the pain 

That addled his head through his feet. 

• 

The fox told a lie to condemn what was good. 

The priest lied to praise what is bad ; 
They lied in a pride-prompted, mortified mood, 

To hide what they hadn't, and had. 

O Baptist ! beware ! ! for your soul is at stake 
Whene'er from the truth you may trip ! 

False footsteps, though gouty, lead straight to the lake, 
Where devils give liars a dip ! 

O foxes, and parsons, and tricky folk all ! 

Remember, 'tis silly to lie ; 
So try to be truthful, though gout make you squall. 

And grapes may be hanging too high. 
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MOSES. 

We read that midst the reeds of Nile, 

Where saurian life reposes, 
A bulrush ark enframed the smile 

Of dimpled baby Moses. 

Old Pharoah's daughter came to dip — 

As Holy Writ discloses — 
And found the reedy cradle-ship, 

All ballasted with Moses. 

She made herself his foster-dam. 

And, soon, in crescent doses, 
With all her country^s lore did cram 

The artful youngster Moses. 

The rascal grew, as rascals will. 

Till Jah — who Jewish Joss is — 
Commissioned him to steal and kill, 

And made him Gen'ral Moses. 

He led a brutal savage mob, 

He led them by their noses. 
And taught them how to slay and rob. 

Did bloody Gen'ral Moses. 

He marched them dry right through the sea. 

Which, evVy person knows, is 
As big a lie as ever we 

Have read, apart from Moses. 

He up a cloudy mount did plod, 

And, thence, two slabs discloses. 
With laws engraved thereon by God — 

The God was Gen'ral Moses. 

All through the storied Pentateuch 

This artful savage poses 
As special spokesman of a spook — 

The spook that spoke was Moses ! 
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A Christian, by divine decree, 
The friend of all his foes is ; 

As anti-Christian as could be 
Was God's vicegerent, Moses. 

If anything's by Christ proscribed, 

The policy of blows is ; 
But that's the very thing prescribed 

By God for Holy Moses ! 

Where Moses Ites^ the scriptures shew. 
But not where he reposes — 

Unless to hell all liars go. 
If so, then, there lies Moses ! 



OPPORTUNITY. 

A GREAT man dies, but still the world goes on. 
For many quite as good are always left 

To work the world with minds and hands as deft 
As those of all the greatest, dead and gone. 

Not one is indispensable ; the world 

Has sons of opportunity at hand 
To fill the leader's place of ev'ry band, 

Whate'er the banner be by it unfurled. 

The seed that falls on barren stony ground 
Is just as good as that which elsewhere lies ; 

'Tis opportunity that makes it rise 

To growth and strength, till full fruition's found. 

A man has toiled through life, but who shall say 
That what he best could do was what he dtdr 

Perhaps, through lack of quick'ning chance, all hid 
Within his brain some germ of genius lay. 

Success is not secured by work alone, 
Nor merit always measured by success ; 

A man may win, and yet have conquered less 
Than he who, striving, fails to hold his own. 
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The unit works, but worlds for it must toil ; 

The ages dog each step that man may take, 
With hosts at flanks, at rear, and van, to make 

Or mar the opportune congenial soil. 

Like anchored ships upon a restless sea, 
WeVe tethered to the depths of all the past 

By chains invisible that hold us fast, 

And hold us most when most we think we're free. 

The men who conquered nations were the fruits 
Of circumstance that generated crimes ; 

Those men, perchance, in less unsettled times, 
Had lived like honest folk, and less like brutes. 

We hope to raise our race, and speed the course 
Of progress, with the spread of mental light ; 

For Science breeds the love of truth and right — 
The antidotes to baneful cosmic force. 



A LETTER TO GOD. 

THREE-in-one and One-in-three ! 
If such a godly trine there be — 

1 hope you'll some attention pay 
To what I'm now about to say ; 
For as you're here as well as there, 
Above, below and everywhere. 

It will not put you much about 
To listen to my speech right out. 
You say — at least they say you say — 
That all for Adam's sin must pay ; 
And yet you tell us that your Son 
Has paid the debt for everyone ; 
But if the lact we don't believe, 
A stamped receipt we'll not receive. 
Now, God the Father, God the Son, 
And God the Ghost, rolled into one ! 
For once, just drop the anagogic, 
And use plain common-sense and logic 
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How can my faith affect a fact ? 

Or how can doubt undo an act ? 

If I'm condemned to death and hell, 

Though I may doubt that Adam fell, 

Why should I not be saved though I 

May doubt that one of you did die ? 

If Tm condemned to death by you 

For something which I did not do, 

It certainly appears to me 

Like adding '* cheek '* to injur}', 

To say that I must something do 

Before Til pardoned be by you. 

If all were curst without a test^ 

Without a test all should be blest ! 

If pardon's wanted 'twixt us two 

Tisjv'ow of me not /of you. 

'Tis /, not you, it seems to me, 

Who ought indemnified to be. 

Just think of it ! because you failed 

To start aright you have entailed 

On all the wretched human race 

The evils of your own disgrace ! 

It makes my very bile to squirm 

To think that such an ancient firm 

As Jahveh, Jesus, Ghost and Co., 

Should ever stoop so very low ! 

Why don't you let us know the truth ? 

We have to guess it now, forsooth ! 

From some old pamphlets which, they say, 

Were copied from some older day ; 

And so on backward do we jog, 

Until we're smothered in the fog. 

Why don't you let us know, I say, 

In some straight-forward sort of way, 

If you exist up there or not ? 

It does seem such confounded rot 

For men and women, old and young, 

To pray with head and heart and tongue, 

P'or ages to the great "I AM," 

Who does not seem to care one damn 

For those who hourly (ui him call — 
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Or else he's not a god at all ! 

If what the Bible says be true, 

I've only this to say of you : 

That one whose conduct is so bad 

Must be a most infernal cad ! 

So to your heav'n I'll say farewell ; 

I'd rather be with Nick in hell ! 

If, by next week, I don't receive 

An answer, I shall then believe 

That you're asleep, or down with cramp, 

Or, peradventure, on the tramp ; 

Or, that you are, 'tis very plain, 

A myth, or figment of the brain ! 



PATRONIZING GOD. 

The Diamond Jubilee Service in St. Paul's. 

The British God-Almighty must a proud God feel this day, 
For Britain's Fashion, Wealth, and Rank proceed in fine 

array 
To London's Mumbo-Jumbo House, with music and with 

cheers. 
To compliment Him on the sense He's shown for sixty 

years. 

Poor common folk who work for bread, and often work 

in vain, 
Must keep their sorrows to themselves, nor of their lot 

complain ; 
They ought to know that when the church and noble 

dames and peers 
Are patting God upon the back, 'tis not a time for tears. 

What if the workers have been starved, and common folk 

have wept ? 
The noble idlers, and the great, in fatness have been kept ; 
Let Hunger hide its hollow cheeks while wealth its gross- 

ness rears 
To compliment God's management of things for sixty 

years. 
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A common democratic God would ne'er have had the 

sense 
To pamper swells, for sixty years, at poorer folk's expense ; 
Let all aristocrats, then, praise this Gentleman Divine, 
Who has displayed, for sixty years, a taste so superfine. 

If this West-end and Masher-God were Christ, the foreign 
Jew — 

The joiner's vagrant beggar son who cursed the ** well-to- 
do "— 

He'd double up his thread -bare sleeves, and lash the 
humbugs well 

With tongue and whip whose cords would swish from 
Ludgate-hill to Hell ! 



EQUIPOISE. 

Satan hates, and lives for ever ; 

Lives and hates, and alters not ; 
God is Love, and changes never ; 

Lives and loves, and — Hell is hot ! 

So say those whose minds are twisted. 
Biassed from their mother's knee ; 

Kneaded, shaped, in creeds encysted 
Ere their minds had eyes to see. 

Motives prompt all pondered actions ; 

Countless motives grow from creeds ; 
Creeds should be adu/t abstractions, 

Ne'er conceived till Reason leads. 

When the human mind is lifted, 
Free from slavish thoughts ot God, 

Facts will be from fancy sifted ; 
Heads will rise, nor longer nod. 

Heav'n is fading, Hell is cooling ; 

Love is tempered, so is Hate ; 
Toned by philosophic schooling. 

Soon may both amalgamate ; 
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Budding into helpful Reason, 

Whence will bloom a higher life, 
Free from Lovers unconscious treason ; 

Safe from Love-born Hatred's strife. 

May extremes all soon be fading — 

Love and Hatred, Want and Wealth — 

Blending into something aiding 
Justice, kindness, comfort, health. 

Faith ha$ filled the earth with madness. 

Voiceless griefs, and blatant joys ; 
Healthy, sober, lasting gladness 

Comes with Reason's equipoise. 

Nescience fostered superstition ; 

Superstition stopped the way ; 
Science shines, and prompts transition ; 

Faith is quenched — Behold ! 'tis day ! 



FAITH OR DOUBT? 

Have you often told a lie, 
And derided Sorrow's sigh ? 

Faith will save you. 

Have you always told the truth, 
And regarded woe with ruth ? 

Doubt will damn you. 

Have you fawned upon the strong, 
And opposed the feeble throng ? 

Faith will save you. 

Have you aided the oppressed. 
And relieved the sore-distressed ? 

Doubt will damn you. 

Have you robbed whene'er you could^ 
And deprived the poor of food ? 

Faith will save you. 
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Have you oft the needy fed, 
And to Hunger given bread ? 

Doubt will damn you. 

Are your thoughts as black as mud, 
And your deeds as red as blood ? 

Faith will save you. 

Do your thoughts all good-ward flow ? 
Are your deeds as white as snow ? 

Doubt will damn you. 

Has the Law just made you stop ? 
Are you pinioned for the '* drop " ? 

Faith will save you. 

Are you dying 'midst the tears 
Of a world you Ve blest for years ? 

Doubt will damn you. 

Deeds are naught — 'tis Faith or Doubt ; 
Faith in what ? well, find it out ! 

Doubt will damn you ! 



SUNLESS SEAS OF SOLID STONE. 

When thoughtful people try to fit 
The growth of grass and tree 

With common sense and ** Holy Writ," 
They find they don't agree. 

But ante-solar grass and trees 

The folk can well admit 
Who " swallow" ante'So\2Lr seas : 

The Bible-ites, to wit. 

The old Creation tale was told 

Within a sultry zone 
By folk who didn't know that cold 

Turns water into stone. 
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Without the sun, no rain, nor lake, 

Nor stream could ever be ; 
It is his mighty rays that make 

The dew-drop, sap, and sea. 

The thought of ^r^-sun rain or sea 

Would all our knowledge mock ; 
Sans Sol, the sea like stone would be, 

And adamantine rock. 

When winter^s truant, furtive, sun 

His sidelong glances throws, 
The frigid steamlets cease to run ; 

The rill no longer flows. 

Before the sun was made, weVe told, 

Jehovah made the seas ; 
Apparently, before the cold 

Had learned the way to freeze. 

To-day the cold will freeze the seas 

^Yi^n feebly shines the sun ; 
But Bible seas refused to freeze 

Though sunshine there was none ! 



A CHRISTIAN. 

Who says — and mind you, not in fun — 
That Jesus Christ and God are one. 
And yet that one's the other's Son ? 

A Christian. 

Who turns, when smitten on the cheek. 
The other side, as if to seek 
To have it balanced, so to speak ? 

A Christian. 

Who takes no thought, but for to-day. 
And thus his debts can never pay, 
Nor help a brother on his way ? 

A Christian. 
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Who takes no physic when he's ill, 
Nor seeks a carnal doctor's skill ; 
But trusts to God to cure or kill ? 

A Christian. 

Who brands, as sins, all care and thrift ; 
Who drives prudential thoughts adrift, 
And trusts with providence to shift ? 

A Christian. 

Who helps no hospitals, nor spends 
A cent on scientific ends ; 
But says that all on prayV depends ? 

A Christian. 

Who 'gainst all orphanages girds ; 
And says that God— see Christ's own words — 
Will feed the orphans like the birds ? 

A Christian. 

Who hates all scientists and schools. 
And calls the masters Satan's tools ; 
The foolish, wise ; and sages, fools ? 

A Christian. 

Who casts out devils at his will ; 
Who safely drinks what ought to kill ; 
And shows a monstrous lingual skill ? 

A Christian. 

Who always gives, for evil, naught 
But goodness — as his Savior taught — 
And gives for goodness — God knows what ? 

A Christian. 

Who is it whom — where'er we be, 
On sea or land, you'll say with me — 
We hear about, but never see ? 

A Christian. 
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GOD'S ADYISERS. 

Thk Lord's most vain and stupid friends go out 
To teach his pagan children how to pray ; 

The god-helped pagans kill God's friends, and flout 
The God whose schemes they aid, whilst thus they slay ; 
And all's for best, God's friends agree. 

God's creatures kill God's creatures, and obey 

His grinding law of change : Life, Strife, and Death ; 

They work and love ; they preach, and hate, and pray, 
And think, poor fools ! that God cares aught for breath 
Of infant, tiger, priest, or flea. 

Does Nature's hideous strife our Reason fill 
With hope that Hatred's fell Designer feels 

For those whose slaughter prompts the song-bird*s trill, 
Or those whom tyrants crush beneath their heels ? 
To sharks, go bend in pray'r your knee ! 

A pray'r to Him that doeth all things well. 

That numbers hairs, and makes the sparrows fall. 

Must shake the universe, from heav'n to hell. 

With mirthful shrieks of demons, great and small — 
If God, heav'n, hell, and ghosts there be. 

The priests and parsons — God Almighty's staff* 

Of cosmical, consulting engineers — 
Advising Gody are fit to force a laugh 

From Christ himself, the man of threats and tears. 
Whose frenzied frown could blast a tree. 

The foolish folk that pray — if God there be — 
Were made to pray, and we were made to think 

That's pray'r's absurd, and yet that they and we. 
Their faith and our contempt, with all things link, 
Perforce, to make what is to be. 

If aught we know, we know that naught is known 
Of heav'nly aid — man saves himself, or dies ; 

Let, therefore, work, true seed of hope, be sown 
On earth alone, nor waste on silent skies 

The time so short for you and me. 



I04 Brimstone Ballads. 

THE ''MTSTERT" OF EYIL. 

The " mystery '' of evil has perplexed 

A thoughtless world, and formed a fruitful text 

For swarms of pious preachers. 
Whom Christ, or cash, has called to humbly join 
The ranks of those whose chief reward is — coin : 

Our mystif^-ing teachers. 

The " mystery " of evil is as clear 
A mystery as ever did appear ; 

*Tis one of contradiction 
'Twixt what we know, and what we merely think ; 
Twixt vagrant thoughts, and facts bound link by link ; 

'Twixt proven feet, and fiction. 

The scientist who seeks for Nature's " Laws " 
Conceives a likely theory of cause, 

Then looks for facts to tr}^ it ; 
And if he finds that facts will not agree, 
He knows his notion's false, and feels 'twould be 

Dishonest to deny it. 

And if he thinks his theory's exact, 
Despite admitted proven adverse fact. 

We know — and who'll dispute it ? 
He's mad ; for normal thinkers all agree 
That fact is fact, and theories must be 

Ignored, or framed to suit it. 

No " mystery " in science contradicts 
The principles of science, nor conflicts 

With fact that's been detected ; 
For each hypothesis of facts obscure 
That contradicts the facts of which we're sure 

Is ruthlessly rejected. 

We all are forced to know that evil is^ 
Whilst ** God " is but a mere hypothesis — 

Than which 3, fact is stronger : 
Let all, then, bow to facts, like thoughtful men. 
Nor clothe ?l fancied God with goodness^ then 

There's *' mystery " no longer. 
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The " mystery " is made by minds inane 
That grant the adverse facts, and yet maintain 

The cause of contradiction ; 
They know they're wrong, 'tis shown in all their acts ; 
And yet they wail : " We can't deny the facts ! 

But spare, oh ! spare our fiction ! " 



LYING SPIRITS. 

False Heralds ye, and " Lying Spirits " all ! 

To sing : "Goodwill to men, and Peace on Earth ; " 
The hybrid monster, born in brutal stall. 

Did not bring Peace, but Discord with his birth ! 

False Heralds ye, and *' Lying Spirits " all ! 

Your " Tidings of great joy " were false as hell ! 
For, sorrow overshadowed, like a pall, 

Wherever the echo of your " tidings " fell. 

False Heralds ye, and '* Lying Spirits " all ! 

Your " Prince of Peace " gave Discord newer life ! 
Your song was sweet ; but his refrain was gall ; 

Ye sang of Peace ; but he, of cruel strife. 

False Heralds ye, and " Lying Spirits " all ! 

Your lauded Christ hath filled the earth with tears, 
Made tyrants rise, and bleeding victims fall ; 

Stripped joy from Life, and curtained Death with fears. 

False Heralds ye, and " Lying Spirits " all ! 

Your Christmas morn is one to be abhorred ! 
E'en Christ, himself, hath proved ye liars all ; 

He said : "I bring not peace ; I bring a sword ! '* 



ANTICHRIST. 

The rules of life that tend to raise our lives, 
Are latent in our growing racial store 

Of tested fact, whence valid thought derives 
The countless factors of our ethic lore. 
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Let none e'er seek to guide his social acts 
By simple predilections and desires ; 

Discard the " golden rule," and look to facts 
Impersonal for all that Right requires. 

Desires are diverse — good and bad, and worse — 
Whence hurtful and conflicting deeds result ; 

But science, guiding evVy sense, will nurse 
Ideals born of Reason's noble cult. 

Our racial childhood's faith thought earth and we 
Were steadfast in the focus of the sphere ; 

Our racial manhood's reason makes us see 
The greater grandeur of celestial gear. 

Our appetites and tastes must all be schooled 
To wait on Reason, fed with sifted fact ; 

To follow sense would leave us all befooled, 
Mirage-deceived, through life's uncharted tract. 

No geocentric universe in space ; 

No ego-centric ethics on the earth ; 
But concentrated wisdom of the race. 

In which right rules of conduct have their birth. 

No cynosure are we of orbs that whirl 

The rhythmic measure of the cosmic hymn ; 

No hub are we of heaven's eternal swirl, 
But " unconsidered tribes " on the rim. 

The sternest lesson that we learn from life 
Is : Fact is fact, but neither love nor hate ; 

Relentless force, but neither peace nor strife ; 
Effect and cause, but neither small nor great. 

Let, therefore, reasoned facts alone inspire 
The social unit in his thoughts and deeds ; 

Nor do what he from others would desire, 
But what he thinks is best for social needs. 
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ETERNAL HOPE. 

The Christians' book declares that God the Son 

Came down to die, and open up a way — 
The only way, wherein lost men may run 

From endless night to everlasting day ; 
And that this ** only way " is closed to all 

Who fail to fix their faith on Christ throughout ; 
To those whose ears have heard no gospel-call, 

And those who, having heard, remain in doubt. 
Yet, notwithstanding this specific plan. 

Elastic Christians — those whose '* views " are ** broad" — 
Maintain that, somehow, all the heathen can. 

And will, escape along some other road. 
They say that Justice ne'er will damn a man 

Whom neither book nor voice has ever reached 
To tell the tale of God's redemptive plan, 

The promise and the threat that Jesus preached. 
But why surmise that God will mend his way, 

And cease to be the heartless fiend he is, 
When hell is on the teeming earth to-day, 

Whose monstrous woes are no one's work but his ? 
He, now^ makes sad and glad just whom he will ; 

Oft virtue starves, whilst vice with cates is crammed ; 
The lord, the slave, the rich, poor, hale, and ill 

Are here, and now, the blest, curst, saved and damned. 
A God who did the deeds of Bible-times. 

And fills, to-day^ the world with blood and tears, 
Is fit to do, hereafter^ cognate crimes. 

And damn the guiltless through eternal year§. 
But common-sense refuses to conceive 

A God whose glory grows on sin and pain ; 
It finds it far more easy to believe 

That Gods are merely phantoms of the brain. 
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THE FATAL SUPPER ; OR, DRINK AND DISASTER. 

" Look not thou upon the wine when it is red, when it giveth his 
colour in the cup, when it moveth itself aright." — Prov. xxiii. 30. 

" Wine which cheereth God and man." — JUDGES ix. 13. 

In the first-floor front of a famous inn — 

Of a famed, but wwknown " pub " — 
We are told by famous but ////known scribes 

That an ////known group had " grub " 
With an ////known Jew who is famed to-day 

As the 6''//known's ////known *' sub." 

*Twas a simple supper of bread and wine ; 

But, from all they did and said, 
They partook, not wisely, but far too well. 

Of the whole — except the bread ; 
Of the wine, " when moving itself aright " ; 

Of the winecup '* when 'twas red." 

In the good, bad, rigid, elastic book, 

Where the good, bad, mad folk find 
The conflicting " facts " of their faiths and frauds, 

You will see that Christ was blind 
To the force of facts, for he armed his friends. 

And on warfare fixed his mind. 

When they shambled down from the festal loft 
To oppose Rome's might with swords — 

Scarce a " baker's dozen " of godly gowks. 
As the droll old book records — 

We are forced to think that the scarecrow crew 
Were insane, or " drunk as lords." 

The militia stopped them, so pot-brave Pete 

Used his Christ-commended blade ; 
But the prospect sobered his hare-brained chief. 

Who surrendered, quite dismayed, 
And who doubtless thought, when he tried to think, 

What a mad mistake he'd made. 
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Moral. 

If you wish to fight with " the powVs that be," 

And desire to win the day, 
You must shun strong drink, or the chances are 

You will give yourself away. 



FROST, THE FRIEND AND FOE. 

Sing ho ! for the Frost, for the keen, sharp Frost, 

With its bracing and biting breath ; 
With health that is won, with health that is lost. 

And the poor ragged weakling's death. 

Sing h6 ! for the Frost, and the rosy crowds 
With their sports, and their health and wealth ; 

For icicle shuttles that weave the shrouds 
Of the bankrupt in wealth and health. 

Sing ho ! for the Frost, with its dainty hand. 

As it decks evVy branch and leaf 
With glittering jewels of fairy land. 

Whilst it mocks at the starveling's grief. 

Sing ho ! for the Frost, as its sculptured jests 

And pictorial pranks appear ; 
That playfully shatters the mountain's crests, 

And disports with the outcast's tear. 

** Sing ho ! for the Frost," say the clothed and fed, 

" On a heavenly earth we dwell ! " 
Whilst those that are starved cry : " Would we were 
dead ! 

For there's comfort in thoughts of hell ! '' 



OODIANA. 

An awful spell of what we think 

We know as " Time " and " Number '' 

Elapsed ere God began to shrink. 
And waken from his slumber. 
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He had to shrink, to move and think, 

And institute " Relation " ; 
And, furthermore, he had to shrink 

For room to hold Creation. 

When shrunk and fit, he worked away, 

And sent Creation spinning ; 
He kept a time-sheet every day, 

And marked the first : *' Beginning." 

He worked like mad at lightning speed, 

Delighted he'd begun it ; 
But after he had done the deed 

He wished he hadn't done it. 

Though God was rather smart and deft. 

His work was often huddled ; 
He modelled man in mud, and left 

His mudd}^ model muddled. 

YouUl find, if God's odd book you scan. 

Yclept *' Jehoviana," 
That heav'n dropped ** Bread-of-Life " as man, 

And household-bread as Manna. 

You'll also find that solid beef 

Skipped heav'nward like a rocket — 

Don't laugh, my friends ! for unbelief 
Despoils the parson's pocket. 

Elijah drove to heav'n, where God 
Is roosting, grim and '* bluggy " ; 

He drove, with horses rocket-shod, 
A pyrotechnic buggy. 

Now man go^s fishing ; but when Jo 
Sailed off to 'scape God's scanning, 

Jehovah took a dive below, 
And made difish go manuA^. 
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T\\\^ fisher man-\\\iQ man&cfish 

Mailed Jonah, as instructed, 
And " landed " him, as God did wish, 

OfishMy conducted. 

From heav'n Jehovah oft sent hre 

To set some rogues admiring ; 
He now lets decent folk expire 

Through cold and lack of firing. 

The starving pray for food and coals, 

But God has answered never ; 
Perhaps he'll answer to their souls, 

By roasting them for ever. 

He made all life to live on life ; 

Our joy to live on sorrow ; 
Our weal, on woe ; our peace, on strife ; 

And cheats us with to-morrow. 

Mix vilest wretch that kills for wage, 

And breathes a pious *' Ave ! " 
With lettered fool, unlettered sage, 

And rabid dog — that's Jahveh ! 



THE LORD'S DAY OBSERVANCE SOCIETY. 

The uttermost depths of the mental morass 

Of illogical, vacuous piety, 
Is reached by that reasonless, fatuous class 

Called " The Lord's Day Observance Society." 

These imbeciles seek to revive and restore 

The degrading beliefs of antiquity ; 
But, Time is against them, they'll soon be no more. 

With their myths and their moral obhquity. 

They'd stop Sunday speakers from making a jest. 
And debar Sunday hearers from " seeing " one ; 

The brain of a Christian, on Sunday must ** rest " ; 
Cerebration's then fatal to being one. 
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These humbugs would slay one another with bricks, 

If they honestly followed Leviticus ; 
For those who on Sabbath picked up a few sticks 

Were destroyed by old Mo., the Semitic cuss. 

These wretched reversions to types of the past 
Are the weeds of our growing mentality ; 

TheyVe doomed evVy one, and will vanish at last 
From the field of our healthy morality. 



''HAN PROPOSES; OOD DISPOSES.'' 

A RUINED tower looms up athwart the sky, 

Whose crumbling stones, to every earnest gaze, 

Discourse of service done in times gone by, 
And now a moral point to later days. 

E'en so the wisdom of this ancient saw. 
The focussed knowledge of a darker day. 

Fast crumbles into folly ; for 'tis law 

That nought but Truth can e'er withstand decay. 

A hidden reef, though small, works greater harm 

Than overt rocks extending far and wide : 
The reef was Fate^ till man outstretched his arm 
And did the fate of Fate itself decide. 

Beyond the ring of human ken stands God ; 

The circle widens ; Providence recedes ; 
Heaven's lightnings, in submission, kiss the rod ; 

And now, e'en as disposer^ man succeeds. 



A SHAKY FIRM. 

The funniest people that spin round the sun 
On this speck 'mid the heavenly host, 

Are those who love God in three bits, of which one 
Is the left-handed son of his ghost. 
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Their broken-up Deity thinks that this speck, 
Which he claims as the work of his hand, 

Is staid as a rock, though it reels like a wreck. 
Or a pebble that rolls on the strand. 

He also believes the terrestrial crust 

To be flat as a cake of the pan ; 
And says that he made the first man from the dust, ' 

And the woman, full-grown, from the man. 

This perfect first pair, quite the best he coiald make. 

For posterity pickled a rod ; 
For, in their perfection, they thought that a snake 

Was a much safer guide than their God. 

Their maker, for this, jrave them both a bad time ; 

He condemned all the world for their sakes ; 
Established the toothache, made thinking a crime, 

And cut off all the legs of the snakes. 

Four thousand years later, he saw what an ass 

He had been to kick up such a mess ; 
Because his own patent, a lad and a lass, 

Had not proved to be quite a success. 

However, his pride, even then, did refuse 

To un-do what his folly had done ; 
He, sneakingly, therefore, arranged with some Jews 

To atone for his crime through a son. 

The shuflfling old humbug ! His god-ship, entire ^ 

Was the cause of the ruin, yet he. 
To shirk quite two-thirds of the consequence dire, 

Very artfully gemmed into three ! 

The best of the joke is : his lordship doth speak 

As if we, and not he, were to blame ; 
The height and the depth of his infinite cheek 

Are beyond all the reaches of shame ! 
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If four thousand years had to pass ere old Jah 

Could develop from one into three, 
What time roust elapse ere the son be a pa. 

And the father a grandfather be ? 

For, surely, since Jah, with his ghost and his son, 

Cannot manage to save e*en a Jew, 
*Tis time that the son, like the fizither, had one. 

Just to see what a grandson would do. 

As young blood might wake up the business begun 

B3' this ghostly, but spiritless, Co., 
In style morganatic, the ghost of the son. 

Like his father *s, a wooing should go. 

But, not like his dad's, to an ignorant lass 

Of a barbarous tribe in the East ; 
The girl of his choice should be able to pass 

An exam, in the ** three R's " at least. 

A new avatar, in a land civilised, 

Where no devils with swine pla^' the deuce, 
If properly tested, and well supervised, 

Might, to man, be of some little use. 



THE TEMPTATION IN THE WILDERNESS. 

Great men need not disdain to sport and play, 

For, God and Satan sometimes had their joke — 
If all be " gospel '* that the Gospels say — 

Upon my word, the notion makes me clK)ke ! 
Just think ! the creature his Creator tries 

To tempt and bribe with things already His/ 
Why, Nick must be — unless the Bible lies — 

The biggest fool that ever was, or is ! 
Or else, as said before, the whole affair 

Was but a joke- between the two, I ween ; 
If so, 'twas wasted on the desert air ; 

A blasted waste — a desert waste, I mean. 
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If Satan knew that Christ was Lord of all, 

He knew that Christ did know that he did know, 
And each did know that God could never fall : 

Because Omnipotence has ne'er a foe. 
But Jesus never seemed to like a spree, 

And Satan's schemes on strictest business ran ; 
So we must think that Nick took him to be 

1^\^ father^ s son, like any other man. 
There is another view I would suggest — 

And 'tis the one most sensible, say I — 
That is, may I be — well, may I be blest 

If / don't think the story all a lie ! 



DOUBLE-PROXY; or, VICARIOUS BELIEF IN 

VICARIOUS ATONEMENT. 

" Believe in the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved, and 
thy house.'' — Messrs. Paul and Silas. 

O Parent ! save your children 

From the doom of Christian 'Doxy ; 

Remember that a household 

Can be saved from Hell by proxy. 

Believe in Joseph's step-son, 
And you'll save your house — tho' vile as 

The best of Bible worthies — 
As declared by Paul and Silas. 

You never need be fearful 

Of your children being roasted ; 
Believe, yourself, and, Presto ! 

They are saved and Holy-ghosted ! 

Don't heed the counter statements 

Of the Son of Joseph's sly lass, 
Nor those of James and Peter ; 

But attend to Paul and Silas, 



f •• 
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Have Caith in Starr's eldest. 

The Apostle totd his keeper. 
And von and vours are rescued 

^ ^ ^ 

From the doup-less pit. or deeper. 



GOirSBOOK. 

We're told that God Almight^-'s book 

Is absolute perfection ; 
Inspired or written by his spook. 

And needing no correction. 

The book correct ? " God save the mark 

Say scholars that are ripest ; 
A Gnost*s no good, unless his clerk 

Is skilful as a t^-pist. 

The book, though bad, is not so bad 

For gods unused to writing ; 
Skylarking was the Spirit*s fad, 

Jehovah's fad was fighting. 

Let God his rambling book revise — 
For, goodness knows ! it needs it — 

The precious work's so fiiU of lies 
That none with judgment heeds it. 

And let him trust no flighty ghost, 
Nor prophet, seer, nor warlock. 

But shorthand clerks that work the " Yost/' 
Or " Remington," or *' Barlock." 



O0D8, AND OOD-FANCIERB. 

Tune : " Sally in our Alley." 

Ok all the gods that live to-day, 
We dearly love but one God ; 

And that's the God whom all obey : 
Earth's Hub, our Life, our Sun-God. 
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Of all the gods that ere did die, 

The world contemns but one God ; 
And that's the God whom all deny : 

The Christian's Hot-cross-bun God. 

Of 'all the gods that " liked a glass," 

The pious praise but one God ; 
And that's the bairn of Joseph's lass — 

Her brewing, bibbing Sun-God. 

The godly play at *' Hide-and-seek " ; 

They " hide " their God on Monday, 
And kee'p him hidden all the week ; 

The " seeking " 's played on Sunday. 

The Christians worship God with zeal ; 

They worship him sincerely 
With turkey, pudding, lemon-peel, 

And " special " whisky — ^yearly. 

Of all the gods that e'er did write. 

The righteous read but one God : 
The God whose book makes Christians fight — 

The write-for-spite-or-fun God. 

Of all the godlings droll and rare, 

The Trinity's the oddest ; 
There's none, with them, that can compare ; 

They're each^ God, Godder, Goddest. 

Of all the gods that ** rule the roast^^ 

I loathe and scorn but one God ; 
And that's the Father-Son -and-Ghost — 

The one two-three-in-one God. 

Of all the gods whom men describe — 
And, sure, the list's not small of them — 

I smile, and laugh, and flout, and gibe, 
And scoff at only — all of them. 
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THE YIRTDE OF YICE. 

We all are bad, the Bible says, 

And God is wise, and all the rest ; 
We may have doubts, but Jahveh^s ways 

Are not as ours ; He knows what's best. 
God's best we are, though all depraved ; 

So parsons say to one and all : 
'Tis better to be bad and saved 

Than never to be bad at all. 

A sorry knave, when sorry, makes 

The angels flap their wings and crow. 
But none the slightest notice takes 

Of decent people — oh, dear, no ! 
Let this be on your minds engraved, 

Whoe'er you be, both great and small : 
'Tis better to be bad and saved 

Than never to be bad at all. 

* 

The wisest of our race agree, 

" Prevention's better far than cure '' ; 
The priest says : " Rubbish ! scabs for me ! 

God's sacred scraping makes me pure ! 
No health for me, but vile disease; 

No cleanliness, but dirt and mud, 
Corruption, filth, and moral fleas. 

Repentance, faith, and reeking blood ! " 

O cease to practise what's correct. 

Nor strive to be humane and just! 
The honest man, whom men respect. 

Inspires Jehovah with disgust. 
You can't be saved, unless depraved ; 

So, decent people, try to fall ! 
'Tis better to be bad and saved 

Than never to be bad at all. 

You say your mind is not depraved ; 

You don'^t admit you're full of sin ? 
If that is true, you can't be saved ; 

Jehovah's grace you'll never win. 
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Be quick ! do wrong, and get depraved, 

In order to confess your fall ! 
'Tis better to be bad and saved 

Than good and never saved at all ! 



TRUTH Y. THE BIBLE. 

The Christian's Book of Fairy-Tales — 
Of angels^ devils, cheap-trip whales, 

And Faith^s creative wishes — 
Says Jesus treated, at a wish. 
Five thousand folk to bread and fish. 

From five small loaves and fishes. 

An ordinary basket would 

Have held the whole amount of food ; 

But here our awe increases : 
For, after all the folk were fed, 
A dozen baskets full, 'tis said, 

Were gathered of the pieces. 

Says Truth : " From nothing, nothing comes " ; 
" Absurd ! '* said Jahveh's Jewish chums ; 

** Absurd ! " said ev'ry native ; 
" Absurd ! " exclaimed the Great " I Am '^ ; 
" Absurd ! " said Mary's little lamb, 

** Faith's fiat is creative ! " ,< • 

This story tells the pious soul : 

The part, at times, exceeds the whole ! 

A simple proposition. 
To those that have the mental grasp 
To apprehend, without a gasp. 

The Three-in-one addition. 

But Science teaches from its start 

'* The whole is greater than the part," 

And none with brains can doubt it ; 
So he that claims to harmonize 
The " Book " and Science simply lies ! 

And that's the truth about it ! 



•%• 
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OOD'B EDUCATION ; or, THE BABEL BUILDING 

ACT. 

The Lord made foreigners because — 

Let truth, for once, be spoken — 
He thought, not knowing nature's ** Laws," 

That bricks could ne'er be broken. 

The nations, but for God's mistakes, 

Would understand each other, 
And speak the tongue He taught to snakes 

Before he taught our mother. 

We all were meant one tongue to speak. 

By Jah, the great Comedian ; 
Not Dutch nor Hebrew, Erse nor Greek, 

But Snakish, or Ophidian. 

Oft boys, o'er foreign verbs at school. 

Are forced to shirk or stick work 
Because Jehovah played the fool. 

Through ignorance of brickwork. 

He thought that bricks could heav'n attain, 

In spite of gravitation ; 
He'd never heard of " stress " nor ** strain," 

Nor technic education. 

The world would soon be full of fears, 

Exploding into panics. 
If architects and engineers,. 

Like God, ne'er read Mechanics. 

The ken of men is that of gods. 

Wherever you may find them ; 
When builders knew but mud and hods, 

Their gods were just behind them. 

So, God no more a tow'r will dread, 

Though higher far than Babel's ; 
He knows too much, for now He's read 

Our engineering Tables. 
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FAITH OR REASON ? 

O Christ ! if thou didst triumph over death 
And art the very God of very God, 
Who lovest mercy and who changest not, 
Shall we be damned if, in this cruel world, 
We fail to see thy promises fulfilled — 
The signs thou saidst would follow on belief? 
We see no wonder-workers in thy Church ; 
No exorcist ; no healer of the sick ; 
No monstrous linguist ; no one poison-proof. 
'Tis said thou didst fortell these proofs of faith ; 
These proofs of faith we find not in our midst ; 
Is faith then dead ? Does no one now believe ? 
Shall we be damned if thus we syllogise ? 
'Tis said that God, in ruth, the hungry fed, 
And of his bounty, baskets full remained, 
He does not now the poor and hungry feed ; 
Then God, erst ruthful, is the ruthless now ; 
But God, the absolute, no change can know ; 
The tale shows God to be a God of Change ; 
Then we the tale entirely must reject ! 
What, then, remains ? We talk to empty air ! 
We conjure up a Saviour, then essay 
To prove that he, objectively, exists ; 
Ignoring all the while the proven fact 
That man at once is Saviour, Lost and Saved ! 



AGNOSTIC. 

An Acrostic. 

A BOUNDLESS sea beyond thee there doth lie ; 

G ive o'er, O man ! withdraw thy weary eye ; 

N o mortal mind can reach the mystic Why : 

ur seas in seeming only^ meet the sky. 

S et, then, thy sail to reach the homely shore ; 
T ruth there alone, and All thou canst explore 

1 nvite thine earnest search — an endless store : 
C ontent thyself with this, nor wander more. 
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BIBLE BOSH; or, JINGLES OF CHRISTIAN 

NONSENSE. 

There once was a party called God, 
Whose number and gender were odd ; 

4000 B.C., 

He, it, they, or she 
Was made, but is now 'neath the sod. 

There once was a woman who wouldn't 
But covet the things that she shouldn't ; 
When the fruit she did thi«f^, 
She'd have " laughed in her sle«'^," 
But being stark naked, she couldn't. 

There was a young woman named Mary, 
A wide-awake woman, and wary ; 

The mate of a pigeon, 

A ghost, or pigwidgeon ; 
By left-handed marriage, a fairy. 

Soon after her liaison loose, 
She tied the legitimate noose 

With Carpenter Joe, 

A goose of a beau. 
Who couldn't say " bo ! to a goose.'' 

There once was a Jewish young nipper 
A cousin of Johnny-the-Dipper, 

A brother of James, 

The darling of dames, 
And son of Jehovah-the-Ripper. 

This advertised hybrid of Mary — 
A cross 'twixt a flirt and a fairy — 

At Cana made sherry 

For folk that were merry ; 
At Cana, they called it Canary. 
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He laboured to consecrate fighting, 
Yet spouted to deprecate smiting ; 

** On earthy bank no cash," said he, 

While banking his own at seay 
In some sort of haddock or whiting. 

A ** wandering " human hotel 
Was lodging a legion, pell-mell, 

Which Jesus arointed, 

And sent, disappointed, 
By sea, via porkers, to Hell. 

He walked on the sea, as on ground, 
And frightened the billows around ; 

Twas a pretty good sign 

This corrupter of swine 
Had never been " born to be drowned." 

This goody young man of Judea 
Dispensed a divine panacea. 

For sin and for pimples ; 

*Twas pray'r, without simples. 
Or aught from the pharmacopoeia. 

There once was the son of a ghost, 
Whom godly men pinned to a post ; 

I don^t say it's true. 

But priests say that you 
Have all to believe it — or roast ! 



i( 



ALL THINGS TO ALL HEN." 



One God there is from Old Judee, 
One God alone, not One-in-three, 
Who was, and is, and aye shall be — 

The Bible says so. 

Three Gods there are from Old Judee, 
Not one alone, but One-in-three, 
Who were, and are, and aye shall be — 

The Bible says so. 
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So man can ever live and see 
This awful God frooi Ok! 
The u^t the mortal's death vould 

The Bible says so. 

In perfect safety men did see 
This awful God from Old Judee. 
And spoke with him, as you with me- 

The Bible savs so. 

Affirm, deny, that A is C, 
That black is white, that one is three 
You must be right, whate'er it be — 

The Bible savs so. 



CHSISrS YASITT. 

*' He that beiieveth and is baptised shall be saved, but he that 
believeth not shall be daimned"—j€SMS CArist. 

O Christ ! thou witless monster of conceit ! 

Thou blind and blighting leader of the blind ! 

Dost think thy words can lead a healthy mind, 
Though backed by threats, when proofs are incomplete ? 

The fact that thou hast built thy sickly scheme 
On bribes and threats, instead of reasoned facts, 
Doth prove thy system false, and counteracts 

The germ of goodness in thy morbid dream ! 

O foolish man ! most foolish of our kind ! 

To try to bribe belief ! O brainless wight ! 

As well attempt to bribe and threaten sight : 
To blame the seeing eye, and praise the blind ! 

A mind accepts precisely what it must ; 

All sane belief obeys but one behest ; 

Not that of bribes and threats, nor worst nor best, 
But evidence^ that knows not fear nor trust. 
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Bring evidence, if thou would'st converts make. 
And ev'ry normal mind must needs believe, 
Without the help of hopes that might deceive, 

And fears of hell's most horrid, torrid lake. 

O ruthful, truthless, truthful, ruthless swain ! 

Believe in thee ! benign ecstatic one ! 

Believe in thee ! malign erratic one ! 
O foolish Christ ! thou vainest of the vain ! 



CHRIST'S WASTED LIFE. 

*Tis said that Christ had power to cure disease, 

To make afflicted creatures sound and sane. 

To feed the poor, and banish grief and pain ; 

All this, we read, he managed at his ease. 

A priceless powV, which surely he did use 

From morn till night, to bless his fellow men ; 

But no, he used it only now and then. 

And sometimes, when offended, did refuse ! 

What man, to-day, if blest with such a pow'r, 

Would not make haste therewith to bless his race ? 

His healing zeal would circle time and space 

To cure afflicted thousands evVy hour ! 

A gifted man who can, but does not save — 

Whose powV to cure is greater than his will ; 

Who holds from bleeding hearts his healing skill — 

Is kin to him who digs his victim's grave ! 

In all enlightened lands of evVy clime, 

The measure of a healing gift unused, 

A guilty measure is of good abused ; 

Proportioned to the talent, is the crime. 

So, Christ, who had the powV a thousand times, 

And yet, withal, did cure but two or three, 

Instead of all that Pity's eye could see, 

Was thereby guilty of unnumbered crimes. 

If much shall be required of him to whom 

Is given much, Christ's heartless waste of pow'r, 

That could, but did not, thousands cure each hour. 

Shall sink his worthless soul to deepest doom ! 
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CHRISrS WRETCHED DEATH. 

Christ^s wasted life and wretched death declare, 
That life mis-spent prepares for death a rod : 

His trembling soul expired in dark despair, 
Forsook by hope, his fellows, and his God. 

He lived a listless life from hour to hour. 

Of wandVings, dreams, and pray Vs in place of deeds ; 
He scarcely used his priceless healing powV, 

But thought of self, instead of human needs. 

He fostered discord, gave to drunkards wine ; 

He cursed a tree for timely yielding figs ; 
He snubbed his mother, claimed to be divine, 

Discouraged thrift, and drowned a herd of pigs. 

If he for useful work had been inclined — 

To help his father doors to make and mend — 

The sense of duty done had eased his mind, 
And saved him from his sad, despairing end. 

His erring life will not have been in vain, 
If by his awful death weVe warned to try 

To shun his faults, that so we might retain 
What he had lost : — the powV to calmly die. 



THE CHRISTIAN SLAYER'S ODD. 

Although a Christian always is a sham, 
He most betrays his ignorance and knavery 

When saying that the Bible-God, '' I AM,'' 
Opposed, condemned, and interdicted slavery. 

WeVe freed the slave, so Christians wish to find 

An abolition-text, but vainly sigh for it ; 
They therefore show the truly Christian mind, 

And say : " Since Truth's again^ our Book, we'll lie 
for it." 
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The *' Chosen " People^s God, by " choosing," showed 
Contempt for human brotherhood and unity ; 

And germs of envy, pride, and hatred sowed. 
Whence springs the slaver — ^given opportunity. 

To choose a race for favour surely makes 
Potential slaves of all the non-selected ones ; 

Unless it be that those whom God forsakes 
Lose nothing good through being God-rejected ones. 

On things that God desired, his laws were clear : 

Shun pork, sack towns, make candlesticks and drapery ; 

Slice brats, kill witches, slit a bondman's ear, 

Skin badgers, make slaves, frying-pans and napery. 

The Lord was *' sweet " on big-toes dipped in gore. 
On Jinen pants, and dishes that were savoury ; 

For these he gave commands in days of yore. 
But not a single one 'gainst human slavery. 

His mind was too intent on rumps of rams. 

And mutton dumb-bells for the priests to swing about, 

To think of freeing slaves ; yet Christian shams 
Say Slavery's surcease His laws did bring about. 

The makers of Jehovah made him thus — 

Gods always are like people who created them — 

Because they didn't care a ** tinker's cuss " 

For foreigners ; but scorned, despised, and hated them. 

Ev'n Christ, who travelled for the firm divine. 

With catalogue of ** notions " up-to-date, you know. 

Was too engrossed with devils, wine, and swine 
To care for slaves — as Gospellers relate, you know. 

O Christians ! try to speak the truth, I pray ! 

You tell such awful lies ! — I mean religious ones ; 
Your lies are commonplace in business, say ; 

But in theology you tell prodigious ones ! 
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DAMPED OR DAMNED! 

A Christian Rondeau. 

" He that believeth and is baptised shall be saved." — Jesus Christ. 

Unless youVe damped, youUl go to hell, 
However your trustful faith may swell ! 

As Jews, perforce, were circumcised, 

Believers must be all baptised ; 
Or else, as Scriptures plainly tell, 
In endless fires be made to yell 
By him that " doeth all things well." 

b yes ! you^ll all be carbonised, 

Unless youVe damped. 

Belief alone will ne'er repel 

Old Nick, nor break his wicked spell ; 

But faith and damp, weVe all advised, 

Will render Satan exorcised. 
Now, don't forget ! you'll go to hell. 

Unless you're damped. 

THE FALL OF GOD. 

When blushing trees their glowing burdens bore, 
One autumn morn, midway 'twixt dawn and noon, 

Full six and fifty hundred years before 

Man's prying eyes saw mountains in the moon — 

In short : on earth's first last-day of the week. 

At nine o'clock, o'dial, or o'sun, 
A pair of gods resolved, in sudden freak, 

That human life, that hour, should be begun. 

A pair of gods, or was there only one ? 

A god of double sex, or one of each ? 
Since he who runs may read, let querists run 

And read what God s own holy scriptures teach. 
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These gods did reproduce themselves in man, 
And here we are, like male and female gods ; 

Poor man ! poor gods ! All ape the monkey plan ; 
Apes, man, and gods, like peas from kindred pods. 

This precious god produced a perfect pair, 

In nakedness and ignorance complete, 
Then, solemnly, to them he did declare 

His purpose, whilst intending its defeat. . 

O Unit, Twin or Triplet ! O what power ! 

Designer, sculptor, model — all in one ; 
What self-control ! to keep throughout that hour 

From screaming out with laughter at the fun ! 

The luckless pair were sent into the field 
To fight a subtile foe by God equipped 

With potent arts designed to make them yield. 
And then, for having yielded, they were whipped ! 

In God, we're told, all creatures live and move ; 

In God did live and move the tempting snake ; 
The tempted fell ; the tempter thus did prove 

That God and he were partners in the " fake." 

But ev*n the God-backed serpent had to smart 
For having been made strong enough to win ; 

His legs were lopped, and then he had to start 
To crawl upon his stomach, for the sin. 

The victim^s weakness and the victor's strength 
Are each a phase of one resistless power ; 

The shortest span is part of greatest length, 
And part of ages is each fleeting hour. 

The losers lost because too weak to win ; 

The winner won because too strong to lose ; 
The God-given force of each was cursed as sin 

By God himself, because — he so did choose. 
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The air with foul infection he did fill ; 

Caused weeds to grow with most unseemly haste ; 
Arranged that folk should nearly aye be ill, 

And gave to doctors' draughts an awful taste. 

Heav'n's blessing blights the earth from east to west ; 

The land, the sea, the air, the tree, the sod : 
Yet priests and parsons say " *tis all for best*' ; 

That God the good pronounced it good — ^good God ! 

O Fount of Force ! Dynamic Source of Right ! 

Whose might preserves thine acts from moral flaws I 
Since wrong it is to win, or lose, a fight. 

But right to strive, may all our fights be** draws.'' 



GOD IN '94. 

God of humbugs, priests, and knaves, 

Cause of evVy fell disaster ! 
God of kings, but not of slaves, 

Help of evVy captive's master ! 

May we see in ** Ninety-four " — 

Teeming year that's just beginning — 

Proofs that thou hast given o'er 
All thy diabolic sinning ! 

We thy laws can ne'er infract : 

Thou'rt Creator, we're thy creatures ; 

Creature's act's Creator's act ; 
All thy works reflect thy features. 

Earth and us thy might entwines ; 

Axled, thou hast sent us spinning, • 
Girt with " laws " — as ** globes " with lines — 

Trussed and spitted ! thine the sinning ! 

Cease ! Infernal Jester ! Cease 

Blessing, blasting, smiling, frowning ! 

Help us all ! or send release — 

Death itself ! but cease thy clowning ! 



Brimstone Ballads, 131 

THE BIBLE-BABEL BLUNDER. 

The primal step to universal peace 

la that which leads to schools of foreign speech, 
Whence issue minds equipped for war*s surcease, 

Prepared by divers tongues all hearts to reach. 

Strange speech estranges men with greater bar 
Than climate, river, mountain -range, or sea ; 

But arts of peace will leave scant room for war 

When Thought, in common words, evolved shall be. 

When all mankind in one known tongue shall think, 
Then heart and mind will speak to heart and mind ; 

The good of each the good of all will link ; 
And bonds of peace the gladsome earth will bind. 

What crimes and vicious virtues have been born 

Of ignorance of symbols of our thought ! 
What covenants of friendship have been torn ! 

What patriotic murders have been wrought ! 

Alas ! that human speech should not be one ; 

But God in heedless haste all language mixed. 
To stop a rising industry begun 

By men whose hearts on heaven — and bricks — were fixed. 

Some Shinar folk, by brickwork, tried to reach 

Earth^s concave roof, and thence heaven's convex floor ; 

When, somehow, someone sent, by sign or speech, 
The news to God, who direful vengeance swore. 

What ! coming here to sully heaven with brick ! 

We'll see if any builders hither reach ! 
Just ope the trap through which I kicked Old Nick ! 

I'll journey down and jumble up their speech. 

So down he came to view the rising tow'r ; 

Said he, " Let none the cursed building touch ! " 
Then, strange to say, they all within an hour 

Were jabbVing Irish, Hebrew, Greek and Dutch ! 
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This gabbling babel soon gave rise to blows ; 

Each workman's words were deemed but verbal tricks 
And when free renderings reached a bricklayer's nose, 

He ceased to lay — ^and took to throwing — bricks. 

If God had but foreseen the coming day 

When he a book would write to guide our race, 

He would, no doubt, have tried some other way 
To stop the rise of brickwork into space. 

This book he wrote to guide the chosen Jews ; 

And, later, meant the book to guide us all. 
Forgetting that all speech he did confuse, 

To limit one dimension of a wall. 

To 'stablish diverse tongues, and then to write 

In only one of them a needful guide, 
Was certainly an act of heav'nly spite. 

Or ignorance, forgetfulness, or pride. 

The book, in many tongues and many climes, 
Has ever sown dissensions, hates, and tears ; 

Each boasted precept gendered countless crimes ; 
And ev'ry lauded hope, unnumbered fears. 

Whoever will question whomsoever he will, 

Will find that each is right, and all are wrong ; 

That venom'd contradictions fully fill 

The minds of all the Bible-burdened throng. 



If God had known that forty tons will crush 
A foot of bricks and mortar in a wall, 

He ne'er had made his mad linguistic rush. 
But waited for the rising towV to fall. 

In justice to Jehovah, we must state : 
His ignorance need not excite our scorn ; 

For Science, God and man had both to wait 
Till Newton and his followers were born. 
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THE HISSING SIGNS. 

"These signs shall follow them that believe." — Mark xvi., 17, 18. 

In days of yore, ere Christ threw o*er 

Respect for gravitation, 
Spurned earth, and rose — bones, flesh, and 
clothes— 

Back home by levitation, 

He gravely then declared for men, 

Of evVy age and nation, 
The mystic cause, effect, and laws 

Of what is called salvation. 

He told his friends believing ends 

In life above, and praises ; 
Whilst doubting leads, in spite of deeds. 

To death below, and blazes ! 

He said, as well, that all could tell 

The sham from true believers ; 
For those whose vis is not like his 

Are dupes, or else deceivers. 

Because he'd send, till earth shall end. 

To each who had salvation. 
Prodigious doAvVs of monstrous pow'rs. 

By way of attestation : 

To heal the sick, evict Old Nick, 

Lift serpents, speak new lingoes. 
And safely drink, without a wink, ' ^ 

All deadly draughts and stingoes ! 

We therefore see that only he 

Whose powV is superhuman. 
Can truly claim the Christian name. 

And say that he*s a new man. 

Let none, then, say, in this our day. 

That he's received salvation, 
Unless he can display to man 

The promised demonstration. 
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A OODLT RASCAL AND A RASCALLY GOD ; 
or, LIKE GOD, LIKE HAN. 

King David was a rascal of a Bible godly type, 

A saint of theological rascality, 
Whose deeds, with years, grew blacker, till, at death, the 
rip was ripe 

For murderous, post-mortem criminality. 

This vile, psalmodic scoundrel, like his God, grew worse 
with age 

Until, at last, his malice sought satiety 
By charging youthful Solomon, his son, the silly sage, 

To start his reign with murder mixed with piety. 

This beast, who " buttered " God with gore, had once a 
little lark— 
His heart, though hard, was not as hard as hickory — 
He doffed his togs, and jigged before the god-coop, box, 
or ark. 
In honour of Jehovah-cum-Terpsfchore. 

Said he, when prudes were shocked to see God's image 
in "the buff": 
" My body's God's ! I'm not ashamed of showing it ! 
To blush to see what God ne'er blushed to make is 
simply stuff! 
You're vile blasphemers all, without your knowing it ! " 

This rascal lived consistently, in thought and word and 
deed ; 
He flattered God by aping his rascality : 
We loathe and ptty him ; but hate and blame his cursed 
creed. 
The teeming dam of pious immorality. 

This wretch, who murdered all his life, and even after 
death. 
Was God's ideal man, said God, say priestly folk ; 
But, since he was as vile a beast as e'er on earth drew 
breath, 
These priestly folk are frauds, or fools, or beastly folk ! 
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GOD'S HOBBT. 

Throughout his changeful mad career, 
From zero to the present year, 

In raging wrath and meekness, 
God showed, and shows, that all the time 
He had, and has, for blood and crime 

A rather strongish weakness. 

He filled the world with eager life 
Foredoomed to live by deadly strife, 

And die in pain and "sorrow ; 
And then — except a foolish few— 
Through HelPs red night to roast and stew — 

A night without a morrow. 

His motto is, as all must see : 
" Do evil just that ill might be, 

Or else that good might follow " ; 
A motto which we all detest. 
And which, e'en Protestants protest. 

Beats Jesuits quite hollow. 

The major factors of his plans 

Were crimes, as seen by him that scans. 

With open mind, the Bible ; 
As " alPs for best," God justifies 
His means and methods : murder, lies — 

Or else the Book's a libel. 

He couldn't e'en devise a plan 

To save his wretched creature, man, 

Without a victim squealing ; 
And those whom Christ was killed to save 
He " chastens " all, this side the grave, 

To show ** there's no ill-feeling." 

If God thought fit his Son to slay, 
He might have planned a better way 

Than forcing man to do it ; 
He might have killed by bane, or beast, 
And thus have saved the Jews, at least, 

From persecution through it. 
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But no, he dearly loved a crime, 
And liked to see it evVy time ; 

To him, 'twas sweet as honey : 
Still, forcing man to do a sin, 
In order sinlessness to win, 

Is rather — well, it's funny I 



CARNAL REASON. 

The Deity moves in mysterious ways. 

If we're to believe what his holy book says ; 

Of two things unlike, oft the better's the worse, 

And sometimes a blessing disguises a curse. 

His ways are not our ways, so ne'er must we seek 

His works to appraise, nor attempt a critique. 

Priests say we may judge, if we mean to be kind ; 

But, if we should have an unprejudiced mind, 

We're told that our reason, though subtle and sage. 

Can never the purpose of deity gauge. 

Refrain, then, O man ! if to blame him thou'rt pressed- 

The things we call had might be all for the best; 

And also forbear, if to praise him thou durst — 

The things we call good might be all for the worst! 



POWER. 

Watching the never-ending shocks 

Of the ever-restless sea. 
Dashing against the dauntless rocks 

With its wild and tireless glee. 

Watching the earth-worm's winding path 
Through the slowly-yielding soil, 

Aiding the earth to growth and math 
By its dark and silent toil. 

Watching the wanton zig-zag flight 

Of the pollen'd flirting bee, 
Whisp'ring to all the blossoms bright 

That its roving eye can see. 
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Watching the printer^s busy toil, 

As he sets the deathless type, 
Planting a tree in living soil, 

With its fruit that's always ripe. 

WondVing, as all these things I see, 

If the wit of man can say 
Whether the sea, worm, man, or bee 

O'er the earth holds greatest sway. 



A REAL CURSE AND A SHAH BLESSING. 

When Adam fell, so runs the tale, 

Jehovah cursed the whole creation, 
And sentenced man to weep and wail, 

And win his bread by perspiration. 

God's heart grew hard when Adam fell ; 

He swore t'would ne'er be soft and limber. 
Until he sent his son to hell, 

By means of Jews, some nails, and timber. 

We're told that thus God's youngster took 

Away the curse of man's punition. 
(See God's successful, well-known book, 

" My Salad Days" — the first edition.) 

But, quite in vain Christ's death has been. 

Despite dogmatic Paul's epistles, 
For, legless serpents still are seen, 

And still the ground grows " thorns and thistles." 

Although the curse at once did prove 

A blight on earth in every feature, 
The dea:h of God did not remove 

A single blight from any creature. 

Since Adam's fall cursed man and beast 
With fleshly ills — Yah knew no others — 

Christ's death should surely, at the least. 
Have raised the travail-curse from mothers. 
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In spite of Christ, there still exist 
The fruits of Adam's condemnation ; 

For, sin and toothache still persist, 
And bread's still won by perspiration. 



THE SALYATIONIST'S PRATER. 

O God our Heav'nly Father ! 

Father of our Lord who died for us ! 
We'll trust in thee — yes, rather ! — 

Through Jesus who was worse than fried for us. 

Why, bless me ! I remember 

That nothing bad I e'er refused to do, 
Till, first of last November, 

1 chucked the bloomin' things I used to do. 

The day thou didst renew me 

T met a pal, whose words were blankt^ed : 
** God's truth ! I hardly knew ye ! 

What's up ? " says he. Says I : " I'm sanctified ! 

Hallelujah ! " 

You'd stared if you'd a seen him, 

I'd bet, O Lord ! if 'tweren't forbidden me ; 

He grinned — I mustn't screen him — 
And said : " Go' bli' me ! Bill, you're kiddin' me ! " 

O, save his soul, dear Saviour ! 

Particularly Sal — my gal, you know — 
And Jim the boss-eyed pavior ; 

They're rare good " bad uns." Jim's my pal, you know 

Roll up thy sleeves, " Jehover ! '' 

And smite the " swells " who all disparage us ; 
The " nobs " that " live in clover," 

And drive to church and hell in carriages. 

We'll stick to thee for ever ! 

If thou art with us, who can wallop us ? 
Not one ! so help me never ! 

Not one in all this great " metrolopus " ! 
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Well, God — no more at present ; 

But praying passes time so pleasantly — 
In fact, there^s nought so pleasant ; 

So, ril again be with you presently. 

God bless you ! Hallelujah ! 

God bless the Jews that slew ye ! 
I'm mixed, O Father, Son, and Holy Ghost ! 

But this I know : I'll never slowly roast 
Like those that never knew ye ; 

But sing with all the heav'nly, holy host, 
Amen ! and Hallelujah ! 



CHRIST OR CIVILIZATION. 

The Christian who stoutly maintains 
That hospitals owe their promotion 

To Jesus, admits that our drains 
Are purely a secular notion. 

A hospitaVs work is to cure — 

A fact that we gratefully mention ; 

But vastly more useful, we're sure. 

Is drainage^ whose work is prevention, 

** Prevention is better than cure^^ 

And soundness is better than patching; 

The " anti-snake-bite " that is sure 
Is smashing the eggs before hatching. 

Implicitly, Jesus condemned 

All hospitals, doctors, and science ; 

All prudence and thrift he contemned ; 
On prayer was all his reliance. 

Of course ! and his reasons were clear — 
He acted on valid deduction ; 

He thought that the Judgment was near, 
With blazes and total destruction. 



140 Brimstone Ballads. 

He thought that the earth would be burned 

Ere ended his own generation, 
And, therefore, consistently spurned 

The factors of civilization. 

If Jesus had only foreseen 

What cleanliness does for a city, 

His cardinal doctrine had been, 

Not prayer^ but drains — what a pity ! 

If he from the grave were to rise, 
And travel by rail and by steamer. 

The journey would make him despise 
His foolish old trade of Redeemer. 

'Tis well that Christ's methods are dead ! 

'Tis well that we live in a sane age. 
Which wisely promotes, in their stead. 

Arts, Hospitals, Free thought, and Drainage ! 



MIXED EDUCATION. 

The London Board schools teach our youth 
The things they ought to know, forsooth ! 
They teach them facts ; they teach them truth — 

But not always. 

They teach the formulas and saws ; 

The notions known as " Nature's Laws " ; 

And uniformity of cause — 

But not always. 

They teach the facts that facts must be, 

The " maxims of consistency " ; 

They teach that three times one are three- 



But not always. 



They teach that if a jar you fill 
With water only from the rill, 
And pour it out, 'tis water still — 



But not always. 
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They teach that if a crowd partake 
Of any cake that man might make, 
The crumbs are smaller than the cake — 

But not always. 

They teach that when a being dies, 
No matter where on earth he lies, 
His life is gone from earthly eyes — 

But not always. 

They teach that people, great or small. 
Who try to leave this earthly ball 
And jump aloft, back, downward fall — 

But not always. 

The London Board schools also teach 
That man's peculiar powV of speech 
Is far beyond a donkey's reach — 

But not always. 



CHRISTIAN DEATH-BEDS. 

Ah I Christian ! when your health is good, 
You say you trust your Saviour ; 

But when youVe ill you change your mood. 
And alter your behaviour. 

In hours of ease, when nought you lack, 
You " trust " your heavenly Father ; 

But when you're sick and on your back, 
You trust the doctor rather. 

In health you praise the sovereign creed 

Of Christ, the healing-mystic ; 
But always in your hour of need 

Use science Atheistic. 

When well, you prate of Christian *' trust," 
But act, when health is breaking, 

As Godless unbelievers must, 
Your Saviour thus forsaking. 
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Your faith is merely empty ^)eech, 

A string of idle phrases; 
Like scribblings on a san<fy beach. 

Which wind or tide erases. 

Your acts are secular throughout. 
When sane ; but why deny it ? 

Be honest. Christian ! Face about ! 
The Truth is wholesome I Try it ! 



BIBLE BIRB-HESTDIG. 

(Deuteronomy xxii. 6, 7.) 

The world is fiill of awfiil ills. 

And quacks that claim to cure them ; 

It reels beneath the weight of pills, 
And patients that endure them. 

Shun quacks, and quickly quite quit questing 

A cure from them, and go " a-nesting " I 

*Tis sad to think of those that die 

\yho well might still be living. 
If only they had known what I, 

In God*s name, now am giving : 
A cure that cannot fail in testing ; 
The cure is this : Just go " a-nesting " ! 

Dishonest quacks profess to cure. 

With cheap and simple simples, 
A host of ills that men endure, 

From broken l^s to pimples ; 
But God, who never stoops to jesting. 
Declares that all are cured by nesting ! 

In Deuteronomy " I Am " — 

See chapter two-and-twent}- — 
Says : Rob a nest, but leave the dam, 

And you shall live in plenty ; 
Your constitution shall be strengthened. 
And all your life improved and lengthened. 
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So, steel your heart, and rob a nest, 

And all your feelings smother ; 
Take eggs or young — *tis God's behest — 

But mind you leave the mother ; 
And, if the changeless God's not lying. 
You'll live beyond your time for dying ! 

This cure is only found, no doubt. 

In spring, the nesting season ; 
At other times you go without — 

Of course, that stands to reason — 
But, while you wait till time of nesting, 
Jehovah has a chance of resting. 



THE CHRISTIAN A BAD CITIZEN. 

An honest Christian ne'er can hope to be 

A good and useful citizen, because 
His fundamental precepts disagree 

With all the principles of social laws. 

The essence of our social life is law ; 

The essence of our laws is *^ /'// for ill " ; - 
But ^^ good for ill " is Christ's specific saw ; 

To Christians, therefore, social laws are iiiL 

Our jurisprudence rests on ** blow for blow " — 
The spinal column of our social state. 

The root and stem of order, and the foe 
Of Christ's philosophy invertebrate. 

The Sermon on the Mount's the Christianas rule, 
His only guide, his very life and breath ; 

But all the wisest minds of ev'ry school 

Declare 'twould lead to nought but social death. 

A Christian cannot serve both Christ and man ; 

In social life his creed he must ignore, 
Else live a social pest beneath the ban 

Of outraged Truth, or dwell with men no more. 
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ZERO A.D. IN LAT. 31 48 N., LON. 35 13 E. 

To the land of the Lord and his favorite horde, 

At the end of the midland-sea, 
Where the worst of the East, with the worst of the 
West, 

Makes a worst of the worst degree. 
We are told in a book that the senior Spook 

Sent the junior Spook, J. C. 

In a country of knaves and of ignorant slaves. 

There will always be gods and spooks ; 
But the gods and their bands are afraid of the lands 

That are partial to schools and books ; 
So the senior Spook sent the junior Spook 

To a country of priests and " crooks." 

We are told that J. C. was commissioned to be 

The contractor for some repairs, 
That Jehovah and Son came to think should be done 

To a part of the world^s affairs ; 
So the Son went away, but was cautioned to lay 

All the blame on the firm downstairs. 

But the Son didn't fly, ready-made, from the sky, 

To begin in a bubiness way : 
He came down to be nursed— though the people were 
cursed 

While he wasted the time away ; 
And when he, as a man, his repairing began, 

They impaled him without delay ! 

If you know why the Lord sent his Son to be gored 

By a rabble of priests and " cranks," 
With their spikes and their spears, mid* their jibes and 
their jeers, 

To a couple of posts or planks, 
And will kindly explain, you will surely obtain 

From a mystified world its thanks. 
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THE PABSON'S GHOUL-BOARD; or, THE PARSONS 

SWORE A FEUD. 

Tune : " The Phairshon swore a feud 
Against the clan MacTavish." 

The parsons swore a feud against the men of science. 

And all that are imbued with honest self-reliance ; 

They know they cannot cope with men who have their 
senses, 

And so they fix their hope on babes ere thought com- 
mences. 

A scientific truth needs'no predisposition 
In mind of man, or youth, to yield the fact admission^; 
The truth will force its way, resulting in conviction, 
And in the mind will stay, in spite of interdiction. 

But parsons know their creed can not appeal to reason. 
They therefore mould and knead the brain in childhood^s 

season : 
They have, of course, to live, and wish to live by preaching ; 
But people will not give who don^t believe their teaching. 

Now, each unbiassed brain repudiates their preaching. 
And so they strive to gain control o'er infant teaching ; 
They know they dare not wait till brains have started 

thinking. 
For then 'twould be too late to practise mental blinking. 

All progress they detest, and, though they cannot foil it. 
They always do their best to do their worst to spoil it ; 
They prowl around our schools, and when they make a 

capture 
They grin like ghastly ghouls, with godly glee and rapture. 

But fear their bosoms fills, despite their frequent rallies ; 
The sun has Kt the hills, and soon will light the valleys ; 
They know their end is near, for, lo ! the day is breaking. 
The shadows disappear, and all to light are waking. 
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POST-MORTEM LOTTERT-BOOMERS ; or, THE 
HEAVENLY STOCKBROKERS. 

The time will come—" the writing^s on the wall " — 
When priests and all the sacerdotal brood 
Shall vanish from the earth, for human good, 

And men will cease on ghostly gods to call. 

The time will come when honest men will treat 
The parsons and the priests as rogues or fools ; 
As rascals, or as rascals' dupes and tools ; 

As social pests, to shun in house and street. 

A thoughtful person knows he can^t believe 
The fundamental nonsense of the creeds ; 
But priests — ev'n those with brains — by words and deeds 

Profess belief ; they, therefore, but deceive. 

These knaves inspire the ignorant with trust ; 

They preach for gain ; they sigh and lift their eyes ; 

They teach, as truth, their silly, solemn lies. 
And fill the thoughtful thinker with disgust. 

They nurse the ancient errors of our race, 

And blandly ply their wicked, blighting trade ; 
They make their bread — how easily 'tis made ! — - 

By scaring fools and children ! what disgrace ! 

The time will come — '' 'tis written on the wall " — 
When thought will force the world to understand 
How Bibles, priests, and churches curse the land ; 

And clearly see that Reason's all-in-all ! 



SCHOLASTIC FICTIONS. 

The maddest act that histories record,' 
The most absurd of foolish contradictions, 

Is placing priests and parsons on the Board 
That sifts, for education, facts from fictions. 
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The nation's schools are surely meant to teach 
The facts of nature, free from speculation, 

Which all accept, and none can e*er impeach — 
The firm essential base of education. 

The science text-books all are full of facts. 
Whence spring resistless formulas of reason ; 

But these the parson's text-book counteracts 
With speculations, myths, and mental treason. 

An honest priest — if honest priest there be — 
Would purge our schools of science altogether ; 

From evVy text-book he would set them free. 

Except his own one — for "there's nought like leather." 

The fact of facts is " unity of facts " 

Through time and space, though pleasant, neutral, 
horrid ; 
Co-ordinate through all the starry tracts, 

And o'er the earth, from frigid zones to torrid. 

So science text-books teach the nation's heirs 

The law of universal gravitation; 
But parson's text-book scorns it, and declares 

That men once left the earth by levitation. 

The priest — who weighs in pole-ward regions more 
Than near the earth's equator — coolly teaches 

That nearly 40 North some Jews of yore 

Weighed less than nothing — flesh and bones and 
breeches. 

The parson's text-book tells our trusting youth 

A tale of genesis and reprobation, 
Whilst other text-books prove its lack of truth, 

And thus perplex the rising generation. 

Since science and the parson's text-book clash. 
Why teach them both ? Get rid of contradictions ! 

Make text-books all agree. Expunge the trash ! 
And teach the children facts, unmixed with fictions. 
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SHAH CHRISTIANS. 



And these si^s shall follow them that believe If they drmk 

deadly thing, it shall not hurt them." — ^JESUS Christ. 



"And these si 
any 



Regard not the words, but behaviour, 

Of those that profess Christianity, 
And ask for the "signs ^^ which their " Saviour " 

Has promised as proofs to humanity. 

He says, if a Christian takes whisky — 
No matter the quantum and quality — 

*Twill ne^er make him dizzy nor frisky, 
Nor hurt in the least his vitality. 

The person whom ** drink ■ ' could make frisky — 
Though taking as much as you please of it — 

Is not a believer, for whisky 
Is harmless to Christians — ev^n seas of it. 

Drink^s ** deadly " that makes us excited ; 

It ''^ hurts " us, unless we are muddle-proof ; 
But parsons — those "sepulchres whited " — 

Say Christ says that Christians are fuddle-proof. 

The test is so simple and handy 

That genuine Christians would go for it, 

And prove, by their powV over brandy, 

They^d faith, and had something to show for it. 

The Christian who thinks it too risky 

To trust to his Saviour^s veracity 
Has faith that is weaker than whisky. 

And " cheek " that's as strong as mendacity. 

Believers, be truthful and candid ! 

You know you would question the sanity 
Of those who would do as the " Man " did 

Whom you call the Guide of Humanity ! 
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Now, Christians ! do try to be honest, 
Nor longer coquet with morality ! 

To claim to possess what is non est 
Is ** parlously" near to rascality ! 

Your faith is a sham, and you know it- 
Unless you are minus mentality ; 

Admit it ! be honest ! and show it 
By aiming at higher morality ! 



THE PHILOSOPHY OF VAGRANCY. 

"Take no thought for the morrow." — ^Jesus Christ. 

We sometimes try to think of what would hap 
Resulting from some hypothetic change ; 

Now let us, in imagination, map 
The happenings and conditions sad and strange, 

The state of things chaotic that we'd see 

If Christ, instead of sense, ruled you and me. 

To take but one of Christ^s absurd commands. 
That bids us " for the morrow take no thought " : 

The well-known " merest schoolboy " understands 
This law would bring society to nought. 

And quite destroy what all our best have praised : 

The hospitals Humanity has raised. 

Diseases, faith, and filth would all increase ; 

The surgeon's occupation would be gone ; 
Asylums and all kindred things would cease, 

For, faithful prayV would do the work alone. 
Or, fail to do ; but, whether fail or do, 
All other means a Christian must eschew. 

The prudent man must take most anxious thought 
For many morrows — if he wish to live ; 

And, if he pity poor, to think he ought 
For many morrows — if he wish to give. 

Yes, careful thought for morrows we must take, 

Or beg our bread, and duties all forsake. 
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Now, if, for bare subsistence, think we must 
Most anxiously of morrows far ahead, 

Much more, if we would earn an extra crust 
To give to those who cannot work for bread ; 

And, yet still more, for many anxious days. 

If we would help a hospital to raise. 

If Christ had but foreseen the progress made 
In social life, since his barbaric times. 

He would have nigh inverted all he said. 

And thus prevented countless woes and crimes. 



Tis well for all that Christians merely praise — 
But, never copy — Christ, in these our days ! 



TRUTHSEEKERS AND TRUTHSHIRKERS. 

Who finds and gives to men a fact 

Befriends the race for ages ; 
But priests have made a solemn pact. 

To fight the truth, for wages. 

The Church is first to fight a fact, 

And last to leave a fiction. 
Because she knows that facts contract 

Her fiscal jurisdiction. 

The truest priests that ever prayed 

Are full of sad misgiving ; 
They long to leave their truthless trade. 

But can't ; it is their living. 

To-day the parson's in a strait : 
He's forced to preach his fictions, 

Though science urges him to hate 
Deceit and contradictions. 
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In days of faith the parsons ruled, 

And coolly nursed abuses ; 
But now, when fewer folk are fooled, 

They blush and frame excuses. 

The priest, when praying was in vogue. 

Robbed boldly and serenely ; 
He was a frank and candid rogue, 

But now he cozens meanly. 

When nature frowned our fathers prayed. 

Through mental indigestion ; 
We, now, nor pray nor feel dismayed, 

But search, ^nd sift, and question. 

Instead of prayV, a paper kite 

Prevailed 'gainst heaven's thunder ; 

Now, God is fading in the light. 
And Fear's divorced from Wonder. 



TWO EPITAPHS. 

Mr. Hughes. 

Here jlies Mister Hughes, who did earnestly try 
To write what he thought wouldn't pass for a lie; 
His candour was such that, when truth wouldn't do. 
He wrote what he really thought ought to be true. 



Huxley. 

Injspite of spooks from Palestine, 
Who books inspired as well as swine. 

And left them " all at sea," 
He worked till death, from days of youth, 
At searching for, and finding. Truths 

His motive, aim, and fee ; 
He worked as only good men do. 
He worked for Truth because ^twas true ! 

O well for you and me. 
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THE BLESSED BREWER; or, "THE BREAD OF 
LIFE » AND " EAU DE YIE." 

"Give Strong drink unto him that is ready to perish, and wine unto 
those that be of heavy hearts. Let him drink and forgdt his poverty, 
and remember his misery no more." — Proverbs xxxi., 5, 6. 

" Wine which cheereth God and man." — Judges ix., 13. 

Excuse me, Christ, but don't you think 

You made a foolish blunder 
In filling drunken folk with drink ? 

No wonder people wonder. 

The good teetotal folk are riled 

To think you could have done it ; 
The story makes them all so wild, 

They do their best to shun it. 

To turn good water into wine, 

Instead of wine to water, 
Out-Herods mesmerising swine. 
And makes the saved teetot'Jer whine : 
" O Blessed Jesus. Saviour mine ! 

You really didn't oughter ! " 

Perhaps you didn't think it wrong. 

Because you always stated : 
'* Prepare ! for now we sha'n't be long ! 

Earth soon will be cremated ! '' 

Your Dad, in days of " Auld Lang Syne,'' 
When gods ne'er thought of thinking, 

Was very fond of blood and wine, 
And praised the joys of drinking. 

Your Pa's to be excused — although 

He's worse than any other — 
Because he lived so long ago, 

And never had. a motYvet. 
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But you had one, and lived in days 
When Pagan Thought had made 3-0 u 

Ashamed of half your Father's ways ; 
I, therefore, must upbraid you. 

I doubt — though those that bear your name 

May rave, protest, and gibber — 
If Jews were very much to blame 

For calling you a " bibber." 

You brewed for feasting, fuddled folk 

An " extra special " stingo ; 
Now, sober folk in vain invoke 

Your help, in ev'ry lingo. 

You know that pious people say 

Your " tipple " wasn't ** heady " ; 
Like those of old, your friends to-day 

To lie are always ready. 

Your life began and closed with wine ; 

A " bibber " you went through it ; 
You told your friends, for " Auld Lang Syne,'' 

To drink to you ; they do it. 

To drink to you for ** Auld Lang Syne " 

You now can see is risky, 
Since many blame your cup of wine 

For luring them to whisky. 

We live and learn : so, Christ, your wit — 

Though little you possess of it — 
Must show you now you ne'er were fit 
To teach the world ; so just admit 

You've made an awful mess of it. 

Envov. 

The Christian Godists all make game 

Of all the gods but their one ; 
Of all — and theirs — I do the same, 

My game's an all-round fair one. 



154 Brimstone Ballads, 

ETERNAL NATURE. 

The thought, or thing, we apprehend as " Space," 
The all-persistent fact, without, within, 
Which is, for us, with " Time " its younger Twin, 

The warp and woof of Nature's figured face-r— 

Extends beyond the following of Thought ; 
For Thought destroys itself whene'er it tries 
To limit that in which the limit lies ; 

So, therefore, Space is boundless — if 'tis aught. 

The thought, or thing, we apprehend as ** Cause " — 
The constant antecedent seen and known, 
Or forced upon our mind — is backward thrown 

Through all the past, with ne'er a break nor pause ; 

The vista fades, but fadeless is the thought 
That ** Causal limit " stultifies the mind ; 
Thus forced to think, this verdict we must find, 

That nature is eternal — if 'tis aught. 



KITCHENER OR CHRIST ; of, THE RIYAL MAXIMS. 

(Lord Kitchener says : " To raise the down-trodden people of the 
Soudan is doing God's service, and laying the foundations of religion.") 

Lord K. of Khartoum has started to boom 

The name of Lord J. of Judee, 
In aid of a plan to boss the Soudan 

Through lucre and faith in J. C. 

Christ's maxims he reads ; but those that he heeds 

Are maxims that never are wrong : 
The maxims of steel that make the foe feel 

That God is the God of the strong. 

The maxims of J., though good in their way. 

Are useless, say folk that are frank ; 
The maxims that K. believes in to-day 

Are maxims of Maxim the "Yank.'* 
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The maxims of J. drive maxims of K. 

And maxims of steel from the field ; 
For those that are " meek/* and " turn the left cheek," 

" Resist not," but constantly yield. 

The slaves of Soudan are part of God's plan, 

If God be the boss of the show ; 
But yet, says I-ord K., weVe serving Lord J. 

In raising them out of their woe. 

Whom J. has enslaved, K.'s maxims have saved, 

By blowing ten thousand to hell ; 
A fact we detest, yet ** all's for the best," 

For, J. designs everything well. 

God blasts the Soudan, to benefit man ; 

Man saves it, to benefit God ; 
The weak are oppressed, that rogues might be blessed 

For helping them— surely it's odd ! 

Lord J. of Judee shows clearly that we 

May justify means by the end ; 
Since " all's for the best," all actions are blest, 

And nothing we do can offend. 

Red rivers of blood have fattened the mud 

Of Egypt, for many a day ,• 
A good job for us, because we can fuss. 

And rob, while we help — Let us pray ! 

And thus, says Lord K., in Egypt we lay 

Foundations of purest religion. 
Yet folk there adore one God, and no more ; 

Lord K. worships two and a pigeon ! 

The maxims of J. implicitly say 

That K. of Khartoum will be damned ; 

In hell he will fry, if J. didn't lie, 
For K.'s Christianity's shammed ! 
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JEHOYAH JUNIOR; or, THE MAKER'S BOY. 

Tune : " The Minstrel Boy." 

The Maker^s boy to the World is gone, 

In the ranks of men you'll find him ; 
Their " mortal coil" he has girded on, 

And his God-head left behind him. 
** Sons of men," said the Son of Man, 

** With peaceful aspirations ! 
The sword I bring will spoil your plan, 

And sunder homes and nations." 

** I represent the Creator's House, 

* In which is many a mansion.' 
(N.B. — You'll see, if you've rhythmic nous, 

A defect in last line's scansion.) 
Trust in me, and in water douse. 

And, verily, I'll book you 
For * mansions in my Father's House ' ; 

If not, my Pa will cook you ! " 

" But bear in mind, if with me you come, 

That your bed will not be roses. 
Because I mean to make matters * hum,' 

As they * hummed ' in days of Moses ! " 
Thus Jehovah the younger spoke — 

At least, we're told he did so. 
By solemn folk who shirk his ** yoke " ; 

But solemn people " kid "so. 

The wastrel fell, in a mortal fright, 

At the hands of Pontius Pilate, 
But rose again on the second night, 

Being anxious not to lie late. 
Two-and-seventy hours, said he, 

Within the grave he'd slumber ; 
But stayed not more than thirty-three ; 

Not half the promised number. 
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The mongrel boy back to heaven is gone, 

On a great white throne you'll find him, 
With hybrid beasts, as described by John, 

And a pigeon perched behind him. 
Loudly roars the celestial " zoo " : 

" 'Tis well that Caesar slew Jah ! 
So, Cock-a-blessed-doodle-do ! 

And likewise Hallelujah ! '* 



SABBATH-BREAKINO; OR, GOD'S LAW AND 

HAN'S AMENDMENT. 

"Six days may work be done; but in the seventh is the Sabbath 
of rest, holy to the Lord : whosoever doeth any work in the Sabbath 
day, he shall surely be put to deathJ** — GOD (Exodus xxxi. 15). 

" Absurd ! and wicked ! move to omit the last fifteen words."— 
Parsons (everywhere). 

** Remember the Sabbath ! '^ said Jahveh, said Moses, 

Say clerical noodles and knaves, 
To those that, ignoring what reason imposes, 
Are thus, perforce^ free to be led by their noses 

With all the abasement of slaves. 

Yetparsons contemn Jahveh's law for infraction — 

*Tis death on the ** seventh " to pick sticks. 
Or journey a mile, or perform any action 
Entailing more work than a specified fraction 
Of what may be done on the ** six.'* 

Although they say Jahveh was wise in enacting 

The law of hebdomadal rest. 
His penal command they are always infracting. 

Thus thinking him foolishly over-exacting ; 
Thus thinking man's wisdom the best. 

This brutally murderous^ queer regulation 

Is one of the popular " Ten," 
The " Ten " that are taught as the root and foundation 
Of all that is moral or good in the nation 

By salary-sanctified men ! 
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YouVe told to remember the Sabbath ; but, mind you ! 

You're ordered to kill folk that fail — 
" Observing " and " punishing" equally bind you — 
So never let civilised sentiments blind you ! 

But slaughter them, female and male ! 

You cannot essential constituents sever, 

Nor shuffle God's laws as you choose ; 
He gave them, and said He would alter them never ; 
So follow the whole of His statute for ever, 

Or leave it entirely to Jews ! 



THE POLYTECHNIC KAISER'S PILGRIMAGE. 

Thk great panurgic Kaiser sailed 

To view the Holy Land ; 
But first he called on Zion's foe, 

And pressed his bloody hand. 

" Of course," said he, ** my colleague, God, 

Will watch o'er me and mine, 
And do his best, till I return, 

To guard the German Rhine." 

On reaching Zion^s gates, he said : 

" O doubly-blest are ye ! 
For ye have seen my colleague's Son, 

And now ye gaze on Me ! " 

He stood where once his colleague, God, 

Had chartered Joseph's lass ; 
At least, we, read, a lass he leased, 

Whence Jesus came to pass. 

The damsel made her Maker, thus, 

A proud and happy pa, 
By being, first, her Maker's wife, 

And then her Maker's ma. 
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The parsons know these gospel truths 

Are not delusive lies, 
Because, with humble faith, they know 

Their stipends thence arise. 

He stood where once his colleague^s Son 

Was skewered to a post, 
And tapped of thirteen pints of blood, 

To cool his colleague's ghost. 

This spot, where Mrs. Jahveh's boy. 

Had died for thirty hours. 
Is held to-day by Christless Turks, 

Who jeer at Christian giaours. 

He stood upon the very spot 

Whence Christ, his colleague's Son, 

Had jumped his famous " record " jump ; 
And wondered how 'twas done. 

Said he : " I'm pretty smart, myself — 

Which God, I think, admits — 
But Christ — at least, at * standing jump ' — 

Can lick me into fits ! " 

The godly Kaiser doubtless said : 

" By right, this land is mine ! 
For God and I are * hand and glove,' 

And I'm of Mary's line ! " 

The Bible says that Mrs. God 

A German cousin had ; 
That is, her cousin-german, Bess ; 

And God's my *heav'nly dad' ! " 

When home returned — to God's relief! — 

The Kaiser quickly quoth : 
•* For weeks, the Rhine's had God for guard, 

But now 'twill have us both ! " 
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Says God : ** If my son had been prudent 
When posing as son of a Jewess, 

Perhaps at this moment I wouldn't 
Be pestered by Spain and the U.S. 

" He promised in language explicit, 
Instead of the language of piety, 

I'd do what believers solicit, 
At all times, despite contrariety. 

** You'll see in my pamphlet called * Judges ' 
That * chariots of iron * could ' settle * 

Yours truly ; so, therefore, it fudge is 
To pit me 'gainst cruisers of metal. 

" Fools pray till the thoughtful are sick of it ; 

And fighters who pray, to begin with, 
All show, when they're right in the thick of it, 

That science is what they must win with. 

" I cannot perform contradictories, 

Nor up-to-date weapons contend with ; 

For Science, the mother of victories. 
Is what ev'ry battle must end with ! " 



BLASPHEMOUS KNOWLEDGE. 

The world has progressed from a savage condition 
Because of our quests for the causes of things ; 

And searching, though barren of hoped-for fruition, 
Is fruitful for ever, whatever it brings. 

Yet seeking for causes is damnably heinous ; 

In wishing to seek for them, blasphemies lurk ; 
For, clearly, from searching, God meant to restrain us. 

When writing his famed cyclopaedic old work. 

The book gives the purpose, cause, method, and reason 
Of ev'ry thing, ev'ry where, past and to be .; 

So, ev'ry induction is blasphemous treason 
To one who is known as the One who is Three. 
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This wonderful work gives the why and the wherefore 
Of all that is lawful for Christians to know ; 

The Christians who wish to get knowledge must, there- 
fore, 
Remember to never forget where to go. 

On woman the Lord wouldn't waste education ; 

A second-hand hearsay?s enough for her nous ; 
She's simply advised to remain in her station, 

And learn, if she wants to, at home from her spouse. 

The book says that man was created in Asia, 

In all respects perfect, 4,000 B.C., 
Though people — ^and Jahveh, perhaps 'twill amaze ye — 

Were savages ages before in Torquay. 

If slipping on " peel," or the skin of a berry. 
Inspire you to quote, or perchance improvise. 

Address your remarks — at which sinners make merry — 
To Eve for believing the " Father of Lies." 

If Eve had selected a blushing tomato, 
Instead of the pippin that gave us the " pip," 

No ** peel " would impel with a spiteful staccato ; 
No skin of a berry would cause you to slip. 

The relative gravities, forenamed " specific," 

Of water and iron are i , say, and 8 ; 
But Jahveh's definitive text-book omnific 

Inverts them to order, and all " while you wait." 

A child that is deaf will exist as a ** dummy," 
Because it must hear ere it imitate sound ; 

But dumbness is caused by Old Nick in the '* tummy " — 
At least, in the text-book the doctrine is found. 

A sixty mile journey due North makes Polaris 

Appear to ascend a degree in the sky ; 
By journeying sixty miles Southward, the star is 

Depressed a degree, to the traveller's eye. 
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But, bless you ! Though Science and Reason inform us 
That earth must be, therefore, a globe or a sphere, 

'Tis, nathless, a plane ; for the sin is enormous 
To doubt what the text-book of Christians makes clear. 

The ethical crook in the Bible's best pages — 

The virtue that's curst, and the vice that is blest ; 

The rascally saints, and the imbecile sages ; 
The evil perennial that's " all for the best " — 

Attests inspiration, to those that are pious. 
For scribes merely human are sane and humane ; 

But God, in his Sovereignty, wishes to try us 
With ethic inversions, unreason, and pain. 

When counselling rightly, its reasons are bad ones ; 

When wrongly, they're far too absurd to assail : 
The cases of those that obey it are sad ones ; 

Obedience means poverty, mad-house, or jail. 

The Book, to a reader of judgment and reading, 
Is shocking, amusing, instructive, and odd ; 

The folk that believe it are made by its leading 
As vile as its saints, and as bad as its God. 



PIOUS ROGUES AND FOOLS. 

" Forty millions, mostly fools." — Carlyle's Gospel. 

We know that no one knows if God exist. 

And know that, if He do, we do without Him ; 

And yet, to cunning knaves we gravely list, 
And pay them well to tell us all about Him ! 

The people's lack of knowledge long ago 

Gave priestly rogues and fools an easy living ; 

The pious habit sticks, although we know 

They'd cease to preach if folk refrained from giving. 
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The parsons and the priests are not all fools, 

They're mostly knaves ; and all who ponder know it ; 

And we, the priests' and parsons* dupes and tools, 
Are not all rogues ; we're mostly fools — and show it. 

We know that none knows more of God than we, 
That facts divine from parsons never reach us ; 

And yet — can stronger proof of folly be ? — 

We pay these shams to teach what none can teach us ! 

Chorus of Parsons. 

Praise God from whom all pests and blessings flow ! 

All dispensations, good and bad and middling ! 
The gQod ones come to us^ by which we know 

That God rewards us for our pious diddling ! 



THE FOES OF FREEDOM. 

" If any one say : Let us serve other gods, thou shalt surely kill 
him*' — Old Testament. 

" If any one preach any other Gospel, let him be accursed'' — New 
Testament. 

The Christians oppose, while feigning to teach. 
What everyone knows as " Freedom of Speech/' 

Their ** Freedom of Speech " means : free to say ** Yea ! " 
To all that they teach ; but not to say " Nay ! " 

When weak, they advise ; when strong, they compel 
With jails, and with lies of heaven and of hell. 

Of speaking, beware ; unless they allow 

The " when " and the " where," the " what " and the " how." 

YouVe free to uphold, no more, and no less, 
Than what you are told by them to express. 

They're free as the sea to roar and to scum, 
While thinkers are free to think — and be dumb. 
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The noodle who ** knows " that God is his light, 
Will always oppose the heretic^s right. 

Jehovah declared that sceptics he'd slay ; 
His friends, if they dared, would do it to-day. 

Whom God will destroy the Christian detests, 
And makes it his joy to treat them as pests. 

The sceptics are fair to those they oppose ; 
But Christian's must ne^er be fair to their foes. 

Of non-Christian rites the Christians make sport ; 
But woe to the wights that dare to retort ! 

The right to agree in slavery rose ; 
Men never are free till free to oppose, 

Jehovah and Son — whoVe fought Freedom most — 
Say : ** Think all as one, or, damn you ! you'll roast ! " 

We cannot — not wow'/— and, though it be true 
We're damned if we donH^ we're damned if we do / 

• 

Who claims unfettered right to speak. 

Nor grants to all the same. 
Proclaims himself a knave and sneak — 

The Christian makes this claim. 



SUNLESS SUNDAY; of, THE MUSEUM THE TRUE 

CHURCH. 

O SUNLESS Sunday ! Tomb-like temples yawn 

Where living men, in grave-clothes, drone dead creeds, 

And Superstition, tricked in ghostly lawn. 

Squats croaking like a toad 'midst rotting weeds. 

These ghouls on Sunday spread a dismal pall 
O'er Nature's fairest daughter, bright-eyed Art ; 

The only Avatar to one and all. 

Whose silent sermons reach the dullest heart. 
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** To look through Nature up to Nature's God " 

Is truest worship — if a God there be ; 
So open Homes of Art, that those who plod 

May roam on Man^s-day over land and sea. 

The creeds our sanest aspirations thwart ; 

In churches, heads and hearts in slumber nod ; 
Heaven's noblest work is Man ; Man's noblest, Art ; 

Museums, thus, are ante-rooms to God. 



THE BUTCHER, THE SUN, AND THE POULTICE. 

Joshua X. ; 2 Kings xx. 

The Lord, who loves a bloody deed. 
And likes to make his creatures bleed. 
To help a cut-throat once, we read, 

Arranged a special solstice ; 
And, just as " cabby " halts a hack, 
He once compelled the sun to back — 
The rhyming halts, as well, alack ! — 

To advertise a poultice. 

He said that killing wasn't right, 
But yet he told his folk to fight, 
And actually held the light^ 

That blood might flow like water ; 
Said he : " Slay on ! Thou Son of Nun ! 
And slit the throats of evVy one ! 
By heaven ! Til rather stop the sun 

Than stop the bloody slaughter ! '• 

Jehovah stopped — the parsons say — 
The pre-qmescent orb of day. 
That Joshua the folk might slay 

Whose country he did covet ; 
But, though his optics all things scan. 
He won't to day e'en stop a van 
From running o'er a child or man. 
But rather seems to shove it. 
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God, hearing once a sick king pray, 
Prescribed a poultice straight away, 
And even changed the time of day 

To show he*d cure a pimple ; 
But now — as evVy parson knows — 
No thought on poultice He bestows. 
Nor cares a boil to diagnose— 

The explanation's simple. 



HTPOCRIST UNMASKED; of, THE HISSING 

"SIGN." 

" These si^ns shall follow them that believe : if they drink any 
deadly thing, it shall not hurt them." — ^JKSUS. 

(The newspapers recently recorded that a clergyman poisoned himself 
through a mistake.) 

The other day, a parson drank 

A " deadly thing " unwittingly ; 
It ** hurt him " much, so Christ, of course. 

Dispatched him hell ward, fittingly. 

When Christ had lived for thirty years, 

A life that^s quite unknown to us— ^ 
He preached a while, then died a while, 

As story-books have shown to us. 
He made a queer post-mortem speech. 

And said with gravest suavity, 
That unbelievers would be dammed — 

Then fairly lost his gravity. 
He said that ne^er a deadly drink 

In all the world till frying-time. 
Should hurt believers, no, not one, 

Nor expedite their dying-time. 

The parson^s ending proved that he , 

Had passed his life deceivingly ; 
Had lived and preached and prayed and lied, 

And perished unbelievingly. 
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*Tis sad, but we are forced to think-r- 

Not spitefully, but ruthfully — 
That such as he are surely damned, 

If Mary's boy spoke truthfully. 



MORAL WEEDS, or, THE CHRISTIAN 

EXCRESCENCE. 

(The more thoughtless and ignorant specimens of Christians are 
constantly saying to Secularists, " What will you put in place of Chris- 
tianity ? ) 

r 

What will we put in place of Christianity ? 

We'll put what people put in place of fleas ; 
In place of dirt, and weeds, and inhumanity ; 

In place of toothache, locusts, and disease. 

What will we put in place of Christianity ? 

We'll put what sweepers put in place of mud ; 
What doctors put in place of cured insanity, 

And shamble-scourers put in place of blood. 

What will we put in place of Christianity ? 

Are you a parson ? Learn an honest trade ! 
A layman ? Rid yourself of pious vanity. 

And ghosts, and gods which you and priests 
have made ! 

What will we put in place of Christianity ? 

Perhaps what people put in place of rust ; 
Perhaps— O blind blasphemers of Humanity ! — 

We'll put what housewives put in place of dust. 

What will we put in place of Christianity ? 

Why, NOTHING 1 Fools ! 'Tis breathing space 
you need ! 
We freshen drooping flowVs of Truth and Sanity 

By weeding out the falsehoods of your creed ! 

What will there be in place of Christianity ? 

A wholesome space, now dank with Christian weeds. 
Perennial in the garden of Humanity 

Are all the healthful growths for human needs. 
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THE HOLT TOUNG WORKING-MAN. 

Tune : " The Jolly Young Waterman." 

And did you not hear of a holy young working-man 

Who to Jerusalem went up to die, 

And he buried some hours, while his soul, with celerity, 

Went to that place where delinquent souls fry ? 

He looked so sweet, and rode so steadily. 

The people all flocked round his donkeys so readily ; 

And they shied down their togs, while such cheers rent 

the air, 
That this working-man*s entry was just like a fair. 

Now, would you believe it, this holy young working-man, 

Fresh from a supper, went out on the sly. 

With his friends, whom he ordered, witn silly temerity. 

Clothing to part with, and weapons to buy. 

He met defeat, near by Gethsemane ; 

But (pardon the rhyme) lopped an ear from the enemy ; 

He was tried by the Romans, who tried to be fair. 

Though this working-man treason to Rome did declare. 

Of course, they convicted this holy young working-man — 

Treason to Rome could but get one reply — 

So he died ; but, in spite of his holy austerity, 

Weak was his heart and despairing his cry. 

His winding-sheet, of first-class quality. 

He doffed, and, as "clocked," in half-time beat mortality; 

For he hied from the grave with nigh two days to spare ; 

Then this working-man vanished right up in the air ! 



RELIGIOUS EDUCATION ; of, BUNS OR OYSTERS? 

*' At the recent late sitting of the London School Board the Religious 
Party sustained themselves with oysters and Chablis ; the Progressists 
went in for buns and oranges." 

, The London School Board ** took the cake," 
When Fact, on buns, a stand did make 
'Gainst those who stood for Fiction's sake 

On oysters and Chablis. 
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Said Fiction's faction : *' We can boast 
Of Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Aud help from all the heavenly host — 

Plus oysters and Chablis. 

" 'Gainst godless men who * take the bun,' 
We'll stand and fight till all is done ! 
Our trust is in the Mighty One ! — 

And oysters and Chablis. 

" From God comes evVy perfect gift ; 
Our foes, with buns, perforce, make shift ; 
But heav'n to us vouchsafes a lift 

With oysters and Chablis. 

** The * rule of three ' a curse will be. 
Unless you teach what God and we 
Call * three in one ' and ' one in three,' 

The blessed Trinitee ! " 

The " Bun-men " wish a child to teach 
The facts, within its mental reach, 
That science proves to all and each 

Undoubted facts to be. 

The ** Oyster-men," in ** doctored " schools, 
Perceive potential dupes and tools, 
Who'll help their " golden " rule of rules, 

The rule of ;^ s. d. ! 



CHRISTIAN PEDESTRIANISH. 

" Whosoever shall compel thee to go a mile, go with him twain." — Christ. 

A FRIEND once requested young Tommy to walk, 

One morning in spring-time so cool ; 
Said he : " You'll have time to come half of my way, 

Returning in time for your school." 

They started ; and when they had travelled a mile. 
The friend said : ** You'd better go back. 

Or else you'll be late for your school, and you know 
The master would give you a whack." 
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" Oh, no ! " said young Tommy, "I'm not such a fool ! 

My duty I perfectly know ; 
Tm only half-way, we have come but a mile, 

Which leaves me another to go. 

" So, let us get on ! I must think of my soul, 

And do what my Saviour commands ; 
My maker can burn me for ever in hell, 

The master can hurt but my hands." 

** Why, what in the world are you talking of now ? " 

His friend, in astonishment, cried ; 
Said Tommy : " Of what I must do, or be damned ; 

Fd rather be smacked than be fried I " 

" The youngster is * dotty,' or ditto am I ! " 

In fright, said the friend of the lad ; 
**Come on, then, and try to explain what you mean ; 

I hope that weVe none of us mad." 

So onward they went for a mile or so more. 
When Tommy said : ** Now I'll go back." 

He went to the school, but was late, and received 
A jolly good whacking, alack ! 

When Tommy explained that obedience to God 

Was cause of his lateness at school, 
And quoted the solemn commandment of Christ, 

The *' Dominie " called him a fool ! 

Because he was absent from prayVs, he was thrashed 
By him that " for Christ's sake " had prayed ; 

Although 'twas " for Christ's sake " the youngster was 
late ! 
No wonder the lad was dismayed. 

Young Tommy was very much puzzled and pained ; 

But now he is puzzled no longer ; 
By using his brains he was cured of his faith. 

And daily grows brighter and stronger I 
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THE ATONEMENT. 

A THIRD part of Jehovah died 

To stop the other two 
From having man for ever fried, 

And roasted through and through. 

From this, it seems to me quite plain, 

These three did not agree, 
Else, wherefore should the angry twain 

Be stopped by number three ? 

Now, if this Triad disagreed, 

How could the three be one ? 
They must have been three gods, indeed, 

This Father, Ghost and Son. 

As *twas the Son alone who died, 

ril swear ** till all is blue," 
That he ne'er meant us to be fried : 

Twas but the other two. 

For if the three meant us to fry, 

Each had to be appeased ; 
So each in turn would have to die. 

And each in turn be pleased. 

Whichever way this God did die — 

In part, or in the ** lump " — 
If we the bloody fact deny. 

In hell weVe sure to jump ! 

Now God ! look here ! Fve read your book. 

And, if Fm not a fool, 
It clearly shows your anger took 

Four thousand years to cool ! 

For, if you'd wished to purify, 

And save men's souls from hell, 
Why was it that you didnH die 

The day that Adam fell? 
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CHRISTIANITT ; or, HENDICITT AND HENDAGITT. 

The Christ-like Christians of the Christian age 
Believed in their belief, nor worked for wage ; 
All faithful to the faith, their trades they fled, 
The morrow scorned, and prayed for daily bread. 
They copied Christ ; to labour gave them qualms ; 
They, therefore, lived on faith in God — and alms. 
These shiftless Christians hoped for final shrift 
By aping Christ's contempt for work and thrift. 

They never planned a scheme that ever failed, 
Nor died, unless they wished, nor even ailed ; 
For, Christ had said to all that should believe : 
Whatever you ask in faith, you shall receive ; 
So, those that wished, had merely once to pray, 
To live exempt from sickness and decay. 
Like Christ, they strove, with simplest of simplicity. 
To cultivate unreason and mendicity. 

The Christians of the present Christless day 
Believe but that which they believe will pay ; 
The payment might be gold, or rank, or food. 
Or minus-hQ\\ — whatever they think is good. 

We seek what most we like, or least we dread ; 
The sage expects it now ; the fool, when dead. 
A witting sacrifice of aught for nought 
Was never made, nor even can be thought : 
For what seems morey the saints renounce the less ; 
The sinners show an equal selfishness. 
In selfish sacrifice, we seek for bliss. 
Renouncing this for that, or that for this ; 
But Christians all, in comfort or distress. 
Are infidels to all that they profess ; 
Their boasted creeds, their evVy act denies ; 
And all, in name of Truth, engender lies. 

The early Christians lacked the means of thought ; 
To-day, these means are found by all, when sought. 
Folk, then^ were fools enough to trust the Lamb ; 
Folk, nowy are merely knaves enough to sham. 
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The former withered in a blind felicity, 
Content with ignorance and mere mendicity ; 
The latter flourish through their great capacity 
For self-deception, humbug and mendacity ! 



HERRT CHRISTMAS. 

(Acrostic.) 

M iRTH-moving Christmas ; happy, festive day 1 
E nriched the rich are with its bounties gay ; 
R emorseless Christmas wind, o*er town and moor, 
R edoubles all the mis Vies of the poor ; 
Y es, Christmas is a merry, sorry, day ! 

C old blows the wind ; keen nips the biting air ; 

H oused children hope, and homeless ones despair ; 

R ound ruddy fires fair faces gaily glow ; 

I n slush and sleet want wanders with its woe ; 

S ighs blend with song ; shrieks drown the festive cheer ; 

T en hundreds feast ; ten thousands fast and fear ; 

M en sing in cushioned pews ; men sob on clay ; 

A all nature in derision seems to say, 

S ure Christmas is a merry, sorry day ! 



TO THE NEW TEAR. 

Many, ofttimes, sigh in sadness ; 

Make the number small ! 
Some do, sometimes, smile in gladness ; 

Make the number — all ! 

If, O teeming year that's coming ! 

Ev'ry one will go 
Through his heart's recesses " slumming/* 

Brotherhood would grow. 

Turn the parson's, praying labour — 

Wasted on the skies — 
Into working for his-neighbour ; 

Into truth, his lies ! 
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May our joy to life be equal, 
Throbbing through the year ; 

Dreading no death-curtained sequel, 
Ghost of priest-bom fear. 

Coming year ! O may the People 

Rise, nor longer bow. 
Making heaven, despite the steeple, 

Here, on earth, and now ! 



« PREVENTION IS BETTER THAN CURE." 

Opinions may clash about maxims and laws. 

But all, we are perfectly sure, 
Agree about this one — the sagest of saws — 

** Prevention is better than cure/' 

We find throughout Nature, where conflict is rife, 

And all seek, and shun, and endure. 
That always through life — the adjustment of strife, 

** Prevention is better than cure." 

The unit, the family, township, and state 

Declare, in their wisdom mature. 
That always in striving to better our fate, 

** Prevention is better than cure." 

The Bible, however, unless weVe deceived. 
Says God, who will changeless endure, 

Behaved in a manner that showed he believed 
Prevention is worse than a cure. 

He fashioned the couple that started our race, 

Both perfectly healthy and pure. 
Then caused them to fall into sin and disgrace. 

In order to boast of a cure ! 

Take warning, O man ! from Jehovah's mistake, 

And follow the pathway secure ; 
Shun God, and remember, if progress you'd make, 

** Prevention is better than cure"" ! 
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RELIGION y. RELIGION. 

[The Archbishop of York said the other day, in St. Paul's, to a con- 
gregation of medical men : " Yours is a religious calling."] 

The founder of '* the only true religion " 

Prescribes for all diseases one specific, 
Dispensed by an assistant ghost, or pigeon, 

To anyone — except the scientific. 

To get it, simply pray with true intention, 

And " laying-on of hands," or some such caper ; 

** No coupon is required," you merely mention 
The Doctor's name ; but, mind ! don't name this 
paper ! 

'Tis silly to prefer man's costly guesses 
To costless certitudes of one far wiser, 

Who freely cures diseases and distresses — 
For testimonials, see His Advertiser, 

His freely-offered ghostly panacea 

Condemns the doctor's art, by implication ; 

Opposing Doctor Jesus of Judea 

Is blasphemous in ev'ry Christian nation. 

Though Christ thus works, a bishop honorific 

Says doctor's work is verily religious ! 
Thus, Christless substitutes for Christ's specific. 

Though fl«//-Christian, yet, are pro-^ prodigious ! 

This palaced vicar of the Gospel gipsy 

Is not a simple bishop, but an ** arch " one ; 

And yet his words are words of one that's tipsy, 
Dishonest, or as mad 's a hare — a " march " one. 

" 'Tis Pray'r ! " the true religion's aye asserting ; 

" 'Tis Pills ! " say true religion's lauded leeches ; 
Religion, thus. Religion is subverting ! 

'Tis odd ! Thus, nathless, true religion teaches ! 

The Church tells all to lay on Christ their sorrows. 
And do whate'er the blessed Bible bids them. 

While she, for love pi God, their lucre ** borrows," 
And humbly, in the name of Jesus — " kids " them ! 
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SUNDAY ON THE RTE. 

(A Fact.) 

Tune : " Comin' thro' ihe rye." 

Once, a goody, silly body, 

Down on Peckham Rye, 
Pointed to the solar body 

Shining in the sky : 
" Now," said he, " each lass and laddie 

Here I will defy. 
To say what^s round the other side 

Of that there sun on high ! " 

** Toother side," he said, poor body ! 

" Dwells the Lord on high." — 
An altitude of forty-five 

Degrees *bove Peckham Rye ! 
" Well," said I, ** a pound of treacle 

Once 1 did espy, 
Far, far beyond yon distant sun 

That's beaming on the Rye ! " 

Whereupon this goody body 

And his friends did cry : 
"Did anybody ever hear 

A more prepost'rous lie ! " 
All, except those goody bodies, 

Knew that my reply 
Expressed a simple fact, too deep 

For ** goodies " on the Rye. 

Motion, likewise gravitation. 

Seems but ** all my eye " ; 
So say some God-guided noodles 

Down on Peckham Rye. 
All the lettered folk that listened 

Knew that they and I 
Revolve around the sun with earth — 

Including Peckham Rye. 
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All the treacle shops in Peckham 

On our planet fly, 
Once a year, right round the sun 

That*s seen from Peckham Rye ; 
EvVy side is soon the " other," 

Circling round the sky ; 
This the " goodies " cannot fathom 

Down on Peckham Rye ! 

Thus each pound of earthly treacle 

Round the sun doth hie ; 
Treacle, thus, on toother side, 

Last March I did espy. 
O, ye godly Peckham '* goodies " ! 

Do, now, really try 
To read and think before you start 

To spout on Peckham Rye ! 



GOD'S IMAGE IN PRESTON. 

" A replica of Michael Angelo's colossal figure of David, recently placed 
in the museum of Preston, has been condemned as immoral." 

The image of God isn't fit to be seen, 
The people of Preston have said it ; 

Jehovah must, therefore, immoral have been. 
Since he was the sculptor who made it. 

In Eden the sculptor and subject were nude — 
They neither had trousers nor vest on, 

In fact, the Creator's so shockingly rude , 
He mustn't appear about Preston. 

To look on the nude is to look on the Lord, 

If biblical writings we rest on ; 
Yet man in the image of God is abhorred 

By priests of His Maker in Preston. 

The shame of the nude all results from a tree ; 

It's name — as experience teaches — 
Instead of " the knowledge of morals," should be 

*' The Tree of the Knowledge of Breeches." 
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BISTORT OR HELL! 

Wk ofttimes hear a foolish Christian say : 

If Christianity were overthrown, 
All righteousness would cease, and crime would sway 

A curbless world, whence godliness had flown. 

But that which differentiates his creed 

From other creeds — as honest men will tell — 

Is : Christ was God, who came to earth to bleed, 
That some might go to heav'n, and most to hell. 

Thus, those who Christ's divinity deny 

Are void of moral sense, and ruled by crime ; 

As social pests they live, as beasts they die. 

To burn and shriek in hell, through endtess time. 

Oh ! study history, beloved friends ! 

Because belief in one old storied fact 
Doth bound where joy begins and sorrow ends, 

And purifies each thought, desire, and act. 

Historical acumen is the source 

Of holiness and happiness as well ; 
Believe a Jew was God, or else, perforce, 

Your noblest deeds will drag you down to hell. 



THE OTHER SIDE. 

Without apologies to the shade of Addison. 

" The spacious firmament on high," 
Where birds of prey and victims fly, 
The cruel claw and quiv'ring frame 
** Their great Original proclaim." 
The weary stag when brought to bay, 
The mangled lambs that tigers slay. 
Proclaim to those who understand 
" The work of an Almighty hand." 
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" Soon as the evening shades prevail '■ 
The vampire-bat takes up the tale, 
And, nightly, to the shuddVing earth, 
Blood-glutted, screams in horrid mirth ; 
While blasting storms that rage and burn. 
And earthquakes in their fateful turn. 
Exact from life their deadly toll, 
'* And spread the truth from pole to pole." 

" What though, in solemn silence, all " 
The hearts of bleeding victims call, 
With anguished grief too deep for sound, 
On heaven for help where none is found ? 
Religious fools and knaves rejoice 
With shameless face and canting voice, 
Declaring, with their pious whine, 
"The hand that made us is divine." 



THE PIOUS CHRISTIAN. 

But, don't think the reason was malice prodigious, 
Nor black-hearted treason — the man was religious ! 

He, partly, was stunted in mental capacity ; 
In some respects, blunted to highest veracity. 

To others he may be an honest believer, 
And yet, like a baby, an auto-deceiver. 

Religion's an ailing of man's racial childhood. 
When nought is availing but mildest of mild food. 

Men never are equal in germ nor in growing ; 
With many the sequel is tardy in showing. * 

So do not dispraise him with personal feeling, 
But try to upraise him by Reason's appealing. 



He's not, though religious, much worse than the rest of 

us ; 
We've all been religious at times — ev^n the best of us ! 
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SECULAR FACTS AND CHRISTIAN FICTIONS. 

(The S.P.C.K. recently celebraied its bi-centenary.) 

You'VE heard of the funny " Society 

For promoting Christian Knowledge," 
A mixture of mercantile piety 

And ignorance learnt at college. 
It publishes booklets and tracts 
Of fairy tales, sandwiched with facts ; 
The facts are selected, 

The tales are " explained " ; 
When clear, they're rejected ; 

When vague, they're retained. 

This solemnly silly Society 

For promoting Christian fictions 
Attunes, for the victims of piety. 

Inconvenient contradictions ; 
This foolishly artful Society 

For promoting Christian fables 
Pretends to remove contrariety 

By adjusting names and labels. 
This mixture of science and myth — 
The sop it soothes simpletons with — 
It gives to our ignorant youth 
As " knowledge" that's Christian, forsooth ! 
Of knowledge that's ** Christian " there's none ; 
The true tree of knowledge is one ; 
'Tis rooted in nature molecular, 
A secular growth that is secular. 

As ** knowledge," this faction professes 
That Satan all madmen possesses ; 
It grants that the earth is a ball. 

And teaches directness of light, 
Yet says that a man saw it all 

At once from a definite height. 
It teaches the *' constants " of science, 

Including, of course, " uniformity," 
Yet preaches what bids them defiance — 

A pious, but lying, enormity ! 
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It states contradictories sweetly, 

As if it were stating the truth, 
And wraps them up— O, so discreetly ! — 

With much that^s attractive to youth. 

In Truth all its trust is, 

Till policy stops it. 
And then, like Procrustes, 

It lengthens and lops it. 
With business acumen. 

It strives to combine 
Its facts, which are human, 

With falsehoods divine. 
By Folly 'twas founded, 

By Fear it was led ; 
Its praise is still sounded, 

For neither is dead. 

So, pious Deceit the perennial. 
And Folly the multi-centennial, 

Are loudly acclaiming to-day 
This faction malarian. 
This bi-centenarian. 

This S. for promoting C. K. ! 



COSHOGONT. 

Who made a garden fair to view. 
And made a man and woman too, 
And placed them there to bill and coo ? 

Jehovah. 

Who made a lot of apple trees, 
With fruit, the eye and taste to please. 
And said : ** Eat those, but don't touch these " ? 

Jehovah. 

Who said — although it was a lie — 
" If you on this one cast your eye 
And eat of it, you'll surely die " ? 

Jehovah. 
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Who made a Devil, strong and sly, 
To spoil with Truth Jehovah^s lie 
And say : " That apple's all my eye " ? 

Jehovah. 

Who heard " Old Nick " and Eve debate, 
And watched, but helped not — sad to state — 
Till Eve the apple plucked and ate ? 

Jehovah. 

Who said to Adam, when he fell : 
" You\'e bcx)ked yourself, and Eve as well, 
And all your children straight for hell " ? 

Jehovah. 

Who spoiled creation in his spite ; 
And made his children hate and fight ; 
And all in blood to take delight ? 

Jehovah. 

Who turned bright Hope to dismal Fright ; 
The kiss of Love to Hatred's bite ; 
And strengthened Might, and weakened Right ? 

Tehovah. 

Who taught the lion how to cram 
His cruel jaws with tender lamb ? 
Who cared for suffering not one damn ? 

Jehovah. 

Who looked as black as London mud, 
And swore to quench his rage in blood, 
Ev'n if he had to drink a flood ? 

Jehovah. 

Who said : " A triplet I will be, 
And nail a part upon a tree. 
And go in for phlebotomy " ? 

Jehovah. 

If this.be true, it's not a lie ; 

So reader, you must " mind your eye " ; 

For if you don't, you'll be damned by 

Jehovah. 
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GOOD FOR ILL. 

" I am not come to destroy the law . . but to fulfil." — Matt. v. 1 7. 

Thou art not come the law to overthrow ! 

Then wherefore said'st thou, ^* Render good for ill"? 

That ancient, borrowed rule would not fulfil. 

But quite destroy, the law ; for all do know 

Law rendered, and still renders, ** blow for blow." 

If well it be sin's hand with good to fill. 

Then greatest good must be for greatest ill. 

And those reap best who vilest seed do sow. 

To render good for ill would undermine 

All polity, all law emasculate. 

Bring chaos back, and license consecrate. 

Thy system, Nazarene ! lacks strength and spine ; 

But Justice, Law, and Order — mighty trine — 

The body politic make vertebrate. 



A LAT LAT. 

The Prince of Wales, when laying the foundation-stone of St. 
Bride's Institute, said, after having rapped the stone three times, " I 
declare this stone well and truly laid in the name of the Father, Son 
and Holy Ghost."] 

The Prince, it is said. 
Declared a stone laid 

In the name of the F. S. G., 
And making no odds 
With three equal Gods, 

He rapped with a one, two, three I 

If God*s name improves 
A stone, it behoves 

Each " fixer " to see that he 
Ne^er fails to invoke 
Each name with a stroke, 

The lot with a one, two, three ! 
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If giving a tap. 
Makes God care a rap 

For what a stone's fate ma}- be 
All masons that 6x, 
And layers of bricks, 

Should tap with a one, two, three ! 

That is, they should say. 
With each brick they la}' — 

Whilst rapping a one, two, three — 
** This brick I declare 
Laid truly and fair. 

In name of the F. S. G. ! '' 

The best kind of wall 
Is that whose parts all 

Are good in the same degree ; 
So, builders ! I pray. 
Remember to lay 

Each brick with a one, two, three I 



THE BIBLE: GRAND, IF HUMAN; ABSURD, IF 

DIVINE. 

If the English be in English saved or damned, 
And the Dutch be lost or sanctified in Dutch, 

It would seem — unless Jehovah's scheme is shammed — 
That with ancient tongues we needn't bother much. 

Is it likely that Jehovah had inspired 

The original of what is called " His Word,'' 

And neglected all its copies, nor desired 
That translators be inerrable ? absurd ! 

But the Word's as full of errors as of spooks, 
Whence conflicting, inter-damning creeds arise ; 

Hence, these parson-priest-and-god-degraded books 
Are but human ^ therefore precious in our eyes. 
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BEER AND BIBLE. 

Ok people that on earth do dwell, 

A Christian should disparage least 
A publican who tries to sell 
The article which Christ so well 

Did brew at Cana's marriage feast. 



'Tis said, when Christ began to brew, 
" The water saw its god and blushed " ; 

No doubt it thought— and so should you — 

It was a funny thing to do 

For guests with drink already flushed. 



A Christian's faith well pinned should be 
To ** beer and Bible," with a skewer ; 

For on the shores of Galilee, 

The founder of his creed, J.C., 
Was rather famous as a brewer. 



CONSOLATION ; or, RUM AND RELIGION. 

The drunkard feels a " sinking," 
Which he tries to cure by drinking, 

But the soothing seeming -antidote is vain ; 
The ** sinking " prompts to drinking, 
But the drinking caused the " sinking " ; 

Yes, the cherished consolation is the bane ! 



The Christian feels a '* sinking," 
Which he treats with mental drinking^ 

But the Bible seeming-antidote is vain ; 
The ** sinking " prompts to drinking, 
But the " drinking " caused the " sinking " : 

Yes, the cherished consolation is the bane I 
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PAIN. 

*• In the eyes of God, 
Pain may have purpose, and be justified." 

Browning's *'Ferishtah's Fancies." 

Pain may ! pain must be justified with God, 
If God there be, and he be also good ; 
But man and pain have ever been at feud. 
And aye shall be, from cradle to the sod : 
Man^s highest sense thus contradicts his God — 
That is, man^s highest is his lowest mood. 
Which is absurd, and can^t be understood. 
If pain, then sin must purpose have with God, 
For pain and sin are one — thus we must say : 
That God's its cause, while man's its bitter foe ; 
That man seeks good, while God sends sin and woe. 
Why chase the night ? We hardly see by day ! 
But this we know — disguise it how we may — 
That pain is wrong, and God we do not know ! 



THE CHURCH. 

Hark ! the church bell. 

With horrible yell, 
Cries : " Come along, come along, come." 

The people haranguing. 

The parson is banging 
And thumping the orthodox drum 

To keep folk awake. 

While he speaks of the stake 
They all have in the kingdom to come. 

Hark ! the priest's voice 

In language so choice, 
Cries : " Come along, come along, all, 

And see the connection 

'Twixt faith and collection ; 
'Twixt rises in funds and man's fall. 

Sin's root is in cash. 

So get rid of the trash. 
And it's burden we'll bear for you all." 
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Hark ! the church bell, 

With horrible yell, 
Cries : " * Money^s the root of all ill/ 

To free you from sorrow, 

Your money we borrow — 
It's pow'r over our souls is ;///. 

Get rid of the root, 

And youVe free from the fruit, 
While youVe filling the heavenly till." 



FREE TRADE. 

The parsons say we must not work 

Upon the Sabbath day ; 
Of course they do, for if we did, 

Their trade would never pay. 

They know that folk would disregard 

Their holy pigeon's coo, 
If 'twere not — thanks to them — that they 

Have nothing else to do. 

They know full well that with ** Free Trade " 
Their Gospel shops would close ; 

" Protection " is the parson's cry, 
As ev'rybody knows. 

But why should priests monopolise. 

For their commercial " spec^'' 
This day of rest, when other trades 

Are held in penal check ? 

If honest tradesmen's shops are shut 

On this day of the week, 
Why should the parson sell his wareF, 

And advertise his clique ? 

All privilege should be destroyed ; 

All should on Sunday be 
Allowed, or disallowed, to sell 

Their gospel, gin, or tea. 
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HOLT HEEDLESSNESS. 

[In a recent debate a parson said that "jumping suddenly into the 
water to save life obeyed Christ's command to ' Take no thought for 
the morrow.* "] 

A PARSON, disputing a sceptic's objection 
To " never take thought of the morrow," 

Said : " Diving impulsively, minus reflection, 

To rescue the drowning, obeyed this direction ; 

The fallacy's odd, and of easy detection — 
I write not in scorn, but in sorrow. 

Although but a parson, he. should be acquainted 

With some of the methods of logic. 
And know how to think in a manner untainted 
With logical vice, the disease of the sainted — 
The Stagyrite, Mill, and the rest would have fainted 

To hear his discourse anagogic. 

Unknown to the ghost-guided parson erratic, 

His words have this wide implication : 
That all are obedient to Christ the ecstatic. 
Whenever their actions are unsystematic, 
Spontaneous, impulsive, impassioned, fanatic. 

And void of the least calculation. 

Since thoughtlessness constitutes all of this action 

That follows " ne'er think of the morrow," 
The parson must hold that the vilest infraction 
Of laws that are wholesome gives Christ satisfaction, 
If done as the sudden result of distraction — 
I write not in scorn, but in sorrow. 

The parson, in giving us this illustration 

Of " taking no thought for the morrow," 
Was taking no thought of his own reputation. 
Nor thinking of rules of correct disputation. 
But blindly obeying Christ's heedless hortation — 
I write not in scorn, but in sorrow. 
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CHRISTMAS. 

C RUEL Christmas, cold and gray ; 

H atred^s hated natal day ! 

R ed the pen that writes of thee ; 

I nfamous thy history : 

S treams of blood have followed thee 

T hrough each anniversary. 

M onstrous day and monstrous creed ! 

A nguished men no longer bleed ; 

S cience saves them ; they are freed. 

THE FREETHINKER. 

T HE sapper holds that nought's to him taboo ; 
H e goal-ward works, whate'er obstruct the way ; 
E v'n so, the Pioneer of Thought, to-day — 

F reethinker, mental sapper — strives to hew 

R ough rocks of hoary shams, and sacred lies, 

E nshrined as truths with much he can't despise ; 

E nclothed with flow'rs of youth and long-ago 

T hat, heart-wise, blind the head to what's below. 

H e looks beneath what charms the thoughtless view ; 

I nspired with love of Truth, no present pain, 

N o transient loss, shall bar intransient gain. 

K een-headed, not hard-hearted, are the few 

E nduring and increasing pioneers, 

R ejoicing in the coming drought of tears. 

FREETHOUGHT. 

F OR every breath, we each a thought perceive, 

R esultant of the present and the past ; 

E ach thought exists, with ne'er a *' by your leave," 

E re time permits to fully grasp the last. 

T hough tiiought, as thought, is neither bond nor free, 

H ow oft from slavish minds it vainly tries, 

O n verbal wings, to reach both you and me ; 

U ntimely born, it there untimely dies. 

G ive thought expression ! silence speaks of dread ; 

H ave dread of nought but fear !— the friend of lies — 

T hen Truth will grow, and Error soon be dead. 
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THE TRUTHSEEKER. 

T HOUGH seeking Truth is mortars noblest quest, 
H ow many weakly-worthy souls refrain ; 
E nslaved by foolish fears and love of rest, 

T hey shrink from thought, lest peace be nursed in vain ; 

R eality of restfulness that flows 

U nfailingly from all narcotic creeds, 

T he ** faithful " deem to be a fact that show3 

H eav^n^s attestation ; faith thus fondly feeds. 

S hall we, like these, forgetting Truth is true^ 

E stablish " consolation '' as its test, 

E xcluding facts we cannot gladly woo ? 

K eep searching on ! for, what is true is best ! 

E ach new-found truth displaces something bad : 

R emember this at all times, and be glad ! 



CREMATION. 

What frightful, horrifying filth within the grave we 

keep ! 
A living, mortifying mass ; a deadly, heaving heap ; 
A poison pit of reeking death ; a terror and a dread ; 
A danger to the living, and defilement to the dead. 

Our dearest friend becomes, when dead, a living, deadly 
foe. 

Because disintegration is, through such corruption, slow ; 

But why should we allow this foul defilement of our 
friend. 

When he, by pure and speedy means, can reach the self- 
same end ? 

The end is to be swallowed up in Nature, whence he 
came ; 

The means should be the safe and speedy, bright, refin- 
ing flame, 

To sublimate his body, and to send it from our view. 

To soar on dancing sunbeams through the boundless 
realms of blue! 
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